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The robine sang in the orc hard, 
The buds into blossome grew, 
Little of trouble or sorrow 
The buds or the blossoms knew. 

The news of Whittier’s death recalls this 
little verse to me, for itis one of the first lever 
learned and it somehow links the tastes of my 
earlier days to the sweetly simple songs of the 
poet who has just passed away. I must con- 
fess to not being poetically inclined; verse is 
less attractive to me than prose, and if I were 
to quote the simple little rhyming lines over 
which my memory passes to the first poetry I 
ever read and appreciated, the next span of the 
bridge would be: 

The day is done, and darkness falls from the wings «f 


bight 
As a feather is wafted downward from an eagle in its 


flight. 
téagnlew and Whittier and Bryant and the 
simpler things of Tennyson and Moore and 
Byron were the only poems which were possible 
to a matter-of-fact appreciation like mine. 
Really, it is not an appreciation of poetry that 
makes vs like these pretty rhymes, nor is it 
necessarily any high order of tune ; it is merely 
a love of jingling bells, sweet to the ignorant 
as the cultured, as natural to every human 
being as the love of a fife and drum band is toa 
street boy. It has often seemed to me that “‘real 
poetry,” what is call- 
ed a “high order of 
verse,” a ‘“‘grand con- 
ception,” a “‘ lofty ex- 
pression,” “ genius,” 
and all that sort of 
thing, often involves 
or is involved by in- 
comprehensib!e ex- 
pression. Browning 
and those poets who 
have to be approach- 
ed with a magnifying 
glass and an encyclo- 
pedia and a diction- 
ary, might as well 
never have written, 
so far as I am con- 
cerned. If what a 
man thinks is not 
apparent in what he 
writes, if I have to 
hunt around to find 
out whether I am 
smart enough to read 
**real lofty” verse, I 
simply pass on. I 
am not spending my 
days trying to find 
out whether the man 
who wrote Mary Had 
a Little Lamb meant 
by it that Mary had 
a grand idea, that 
the lamb was sym- 
bolical and that Mary 
was a generic term 
and that the “ fleece 
as white as snow” 
meant a regenerated 
and incomprehen- 
sibly pure and beauti- 
ful something which 
no somebody had 
somethinged. 
* ¥ * 

These remarks are 
introductory to a 
desire I feel to ex- 
press my belief that 
Whittier was a grand 
enough poet for most 
of us. He was an 
honest, lovely-mind- 
ed man and his ver-e 
was sweet and good 
if it was not grand. 
Amongst American 
poets I go to Bryant 
for grandeur, and I 
can find it there too. 
What the world most cares for in poetry 
is the heart song. Whittier’s poetry would 
be styled by the ordinary editor ‘ good 
newspaper verse.” It could be put before 
the general newspaper reader with full 
confidences that he would read it and 
like it, and that he would not say that 
the editor was crezy in giving out half a 
pound of words with no meaning to the 
stuff. Who on this continent is there who 
has read poetry at all or looked at pictures, 
who has not somewhere come across a picture 
of Maud Muller, who did certain things on ‘‘a 
summer day” connected with ‘‘hay” and a 
** judge,” and that sort of thing? Thesong has 
been parodied and recited till it is as common 
as Barbera Freitche and Curfew Shall not 
Ring To night. High class critics while admit- 
ting that he was a grand and beautiful char- 
acter, may deny that Whittier was a great 
poet. Perhaps he was not a poet; if not, we 
need a new word and may let ‘‘poet” go where 
**lady” has gone since it has become the pro- 
perty of the saleslady and the washlady. I do 
not think we need to be told what a poet is. I 
have always shared in the general belief that a 
poet isa man who writes poetry. I never tried 
to wear the name myself, but in my newspaper 
experience I have seen at least twenty thousand 
who have been anxious to write “ poet” after 
their name and have not been worthy of the 
title. Everyone who writes doggerel verse is 
not entitled to the name, yet if I were judge at 
the poetry fair I would call Whittier a poet, 
and some of the metaphysical, meteorological, 
unintelligible verse-twistere who are sald to 
have a “subtle meaning” would be classed as 
men baying at the moon and keeping people 
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awake nights wondering what'is the matter, 
A poet must be like every other writer; he 
must te intelligible; he is great only as his 
thoughts are great, beautiful, pure. If pretty 
words and sweet sounds and the rhyming of 
lovely thoughts leave forever within the mind 
an echo of the beautiful, surely that author can 
be called a poet. One of these was John Green- 
leaf Whittier, and as we think of him we cannot 
but love him. The world is better that he lived; 
the English language is softer and gentler 
that he has written ; the human heart has been 
uplifted and purified by his songs ; the orck ard 
and the farmhouse, the fireside and the family 
have all lent their sweetness to the verses of 
this simple, good man. That his pen is idle, 
that we speak of him as belonging to the 
past are saddening thoughts; that there 
are no clubs and societies who are likely 
to organize for the study of his meaning 
adds nothing to our sorrow that he is gone. 
The place of the Quaker poet will not soon be 
filled, and while this generation survives and 
many others come and go he will be unfor- 
gotten. Perhaps he may not pass down as 
one of the classics, but what he has written 
will find a place so long as life lasts and the 
human heart applauds the beautiful and good. 
Classical poetry is as 

Pilgrimages have to 


Poetry is like music. 
unintelligible as Wagner. 


be made to Bayreuth that Parsifal, Lohengrin 
and kindred operas may be properly inter- 
preted. No doubt we should strive to appreci- 
ate such things, but as faras I am concerned 
Jesus, Lover of My Soul, and Annie Laurie 
are as high types of religious and secular 
songs as I can fully grasp. I have become 
sufficiently educated to know that when 
a man tinkles and roars up and down a 
piano he is interpreting some emotion in a 
musical manner, but whether it is cholera 
or amorousness, jim-jams or a wail to the gods 
I am undecided until I look at my programme, 
I have no doubt that classical music is awfully 
| good ; if it has a tune to it I like it, but when 


| 


| it begins to andante and arpeggio and tear | 


| loose from every notion that I have of sweet 
sound I can do nothing but look wise and ap- 
plaud when it isover, I think the hypocrisy 
which the majority of us exemplify at a clas- 
sical concert would make Judas weary. Yet I 
suppose it is very proper that our standard 
' should be high, and there is one good feature 
about it, that after a thing becomes thoroughly 
unintelligible we cannot criticize it. I must 
admit that in music and poetry and prose—and 
; in prose how much poetry there may be—what 
makes me feel like laughing or crying, that 
which causes my vagrant memory to find sweet 
and pretty things amongst echoes of the past 
and hopes for the future, is to me music, poetry. 
If a little tune echoes in my ear, carrying with 
it sweet thoughts, I care not whether it is a 
tune played on a hand organ or a piece of fugi- 
tive verse which has become attached to me 
from a newspaper, it is sweet and lovely just 
thesame. I think even though our taste may 
be despised by the critics we can afford to ap- 
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plaud those who write and sing the songs of 
the heart rather than the distractingly great 
things which are just a little too great to mean 
anything to us common people. 

* * 

I believe in truth, in absolute honesty in 
those confessions which we are alwajs forced 
to make to one another in conversation when 
we begin comparing our likes and dislikes, 
It is absolutely necessary that we should be 
true to our ideals always; that we should not 
affect to despise that which at heart we love, 
nor to make believe that which intellectually 
we are incapable of understanding is what we 
admire. It does not follow that we should 
cease to pursue in an educational way higher 
ideals. We may love and understand simple 
songs while striving to grasp sumething higher 
and greater, but at no period of our education 
can we afford to lie about what we like, either 
to ourselves or other people. 

- * 

The presence in London of Mr. Van Horne 
and other directors of the Canadian Pacific has 
led to many comments as to whether their mis- 
sion is or is not the establishment of a fast line 
of steamers between Canada and the Old 
Country. In Canada there isa general desire 
for a good and speedy line from here to an Old 
Country port. In England there is a general 
belief that such a line would pay, but unfortu- 
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nately this faith is held mostly by those who 
have no money to invest in such an enterprise. 
Capitalists have for these many years been in- 
fluenced by the Allans, who claim they have as 
good a line as the route will stand. Of course 
it has been to the interest of the Allans to have 
such an impression go abroad, for during its 
prevalence they are enabled to make money 
which with proper competition they could 
never again make, The Dominion and Beaver 
lines have, in my estimation, been doing more 
to popularize the Canadian route than the 
Allan line has done, but I imagine that it has 
been reserved for the Canadian Pacific Com- 
pany to lend their great name—already cele- 
brated the world over for enterprise and 
the greatest possible efforts to make their pas- 
sergers contented and comfortable—tc a fast 
Canadian line across the Atlantic. They would 
have many advantages, possessing as they do a 
transcontinental railway and a line of steamers 
to Asia. Their name, as I have already sug- 
gested, would be a guarantee of comfort and 
elegance, speed and safety. The Canadian 
Pacific has sometimes given Toronto the worst 
of it, but in the settlement of the Esplanade 
dispute, for instance, we found how much 
more prompt and generous they were in doing 
business than the Grand Trunk has always 
shown itself to be. For many reasons every 
Canadtan should hail with pleasure the pros- 
pect of having the C. P. R. entering into the 
long needed Atlantic service. 
7 


es a 
I, for one, am thoroughly tired of hearing our 
neighbors in the republic to the south of us 
threatening to withdraw our “ bonding privi- 
lege.” All we need is to develop our seaports, 
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and the most important outgoing freight, of 
American production, after it once enters 
Canada will have no reason for re-entering the 
United States. On the other hand, the freight 
which now comes to Boston and New York ad- 
dressed to Canada would come to our own 
seaports and find no necessity of passing 
through United States territory. I enquired 
when io London recently as to the proportion 
of freight which comes to Montreal and New 
York destined for Ontario. At one large 
forwarding house I learned that there are some 
fifty thousand packages which come to this 
province annually by way of New York, the 
freight on which averages four or five dollars a 
parcel, It would be safe to estimate that at 
least a quarter of a million dollars’ worth of 
freight comes here from Great Britain by New 
York that would come by a Canadian seaport if 
the service were better and the freight rates as 
low. Then think of our European imports— 
from Italy, Germany, France, Switzerland and 
other countries. Talk about bonding being a 
* privilege!” It gives the trunk lines in the 
United States and the steamship lines running 
to Boston and New York the “‘ privilege” of 
carrying our freight and passengers. If we 
were half as enterprising as we should be, we 
would consider the bonding “‘ privilege” as 
belonging to the Yankees, not to us. Surely it 
is not one of our “privileges” that we enable 


them to earn our money and add to their profits 
thereby. Of course if the Canadian steamship 
companies were to combine against the shipper, 
if they had a monopoly of the carrying trade, 
it might seem dangerous to abandon this bond- 
ing arrangement. But with the ocean freckled 
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with “tramp” steamers ready to run to any | 


port to which they can obtain a profitable 
cargo, this danger is very slight. 
a 
I do not mean to infer from what I have said 
that the steamship lines conneeting Canada 
with the British Islands, even in their present 
condition, are unworthy of patronage. Every- 
one knows that the majority of them are not 
what they ought to be. The managers of 
the oldest and what was for many years 
the most popular line, have acted as 
if they owned Canada and Canadians should 
be satisfied with the “privilege” of rid- 
ing on their steamers. This is the old 
Grand Trunk act. I had an experience of 
this sort last year and I made vows never to 
use a Canadian line again. This fall, how- 
ever, I crossed on the steamship Lake Ontario, 
of the Beaver line, and got as good value for 
my money as I ever got anywhere. She is a 
ship of between five and six thousand tons, 
and though she carries cattle from Montreal to 
Liverpool her return voyage is free from any 
such encumbrance, and at the time of which I 
epeak she bad one hundred and twenty-seven 
salon passengers, provided them with excel- 
lent and well cooked food and as good service 
as could be expected during the busy season. 
The ship was clean, the officers more assiduous 
than any I ever before saw in catering for the 
comfort and pleasure of the passergers. 
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Everybody was treated alike and well; the 
voyage was not long, being only eight 
days and fifteen hours, though the ship 
passed through three or four days of 
storm. Of course such elaborate service and 
the elegancies of the high-priced American 
lines were not provided, but people must not 
forget when they pay fifty do!lars for a ticket 
that it is unfair to compare their luxuries with 
those on ships where passengers pay a hundred 
and a hundred and fifty dollars for a single 
trip. The one thing that I believe passengers 
caré for more than anything else at sea is 
kindness and courtesy from the officers, and it 
is my experience and the experience of every- 
one I have heard discuss the subject, that the 
officials of the Beaver line from the General 
Manager and the General Passenger Agents 
down are as courteous and obliging as can be 
found in any shipping company in the world. I 
say this not because I owe the company for any 
favors, but to do them justice and to recom- 
mend the patronage to them which they de- 
serve, Notwithstanding this, I am fully con- 
vinced that a faster service would bring an 
increased patronage even though the present 
passenger rates were doubled. No doubt the 
Canadian Pacific if it establishes a line will 
charge more money and give a superior service. 
Their competition will damage the Allan line 
more than the Dominion and Beaver lines, for 
the Allans have th 
prestige of long years 
of service and are 
probably considered 
by those who have 
not used any of their 
boats to be quite a 
swell concern. The 
Canadian Pacific peo- 
ple are already con- 
virced by their ex- 
perience that Cana- 
dians are willing to 
pay a good price for 
a good service, and if 
they establish such a 
service thousands 
wko now go by New 
York will avail them- 
selves of it. 


- 
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Of ‘course the 
northern route has 
some disadvantages ; 
there is more fog, 
more ice, more cold 
than in the more 
southerly route. But 
these things obtrude 
themselves more in a 
ten days’ passage 
than they will in a 
five day trip. Even 
if a fast ship has to 
stop her engines dur- 
ing a fog, she can 
make a quick trip 
and take full advan- 
tage of the fair wea- 
ther. I am afraid 
that the lines now 
serving Canada are 
possessed of the idea 
that the accommo 
dation they are af- 
fording is as good as 
Canadians will pay 
for. In this they 
are wrong, yet it is 
so prevalent amongst 
them that it will take 
a bigcorporation like 
the Canada Pacific 
with the experience 
which eonvinces 
them of the contrary, 
to prove what I have 
already alleged, that 
there are plenty of 
people in this Do- 
minion—quite suffi- 

cient to support a steamship line—who are 
willing to pay a good price if they get 
the worth of their money. It is quite as true 
that there are a great many who cannot 
afford to pay high prices, and as ocean travel 
is becoming so much more extensive and the 
expenses are being reduced, the line or lines 
which have the chief popularity by means of 
cheapness and good honest service will con- 
tinue to do a profitable business. 


* 
* * 


Some months ago I was talking of a canal 
policy, and I may be pardoned if I suggest that 
I anticipated the canal difficulties which have 
forced our rulers into rather an unplcasant 
position. The unpleasantness has no doubt 
been aggravated by the desire of the United 
States Government tomake capital by em bar- 
rassing our shipping. As far as I can learm 
there has been too much talk between the 
two governments, which has no doubt been 
misrepresented. Our people encouraged the 
republicans with the idea that we would 
back down. They took advantage of this 
and made us back up. They are probably 
unaware that when the Canadian back 
gets up it is pretty hard to get down, and 
the probability is that next year’s Canadian 
canal policy will be instructive as well as stiff. 
I am informed that a portion of the St. Clair 
channel is wholly in Canadian territory and 
tolls may be charged on vessels passing through 
it. Ifso, we can easily recoup ourselves. Be- 
yond the St. Clair passage, of course, it would 
be impossible to inflict heavy tolls without 
injuring Montreal shipping. But todo this is 
in our power, and Canadians need have no 
fear for the future. Wecan finish our “Soo” 
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canal five years befor 
make themselves independent of us, 
whole matter is nothing but bluff. 

* 


* * 

However this may be, the Canadian Pacific 
can establish a steamship line with its westerly 
terminus on the easterly border of Cape 
Breton and with fast ships reach Milford 
Haven, in Wales, in four days and a very few 
hours, thus obviating the greater dangers of 
fog and ice which militate against the northern 
and in favor of the southern route. A canal 
policy abandoning the bonding privilege and 
excluding United States competition would 
make the Canadian route the favorite export 
medium for grain, and our Ya: kee neighbors 
c.n take their “privilege” anu go to Balahack. 
We want no privileges that they can force on 
us, but we need a policy to provide ourselves 
with proper egress and such a system of 
shipping as may not injure our imports or 
increase the price of freight. The whole thing 
is easy, only our Yankee neighbors imagine 
we have to tote our stuff through their terri‘ ory 
and think they can shut us up and surround us 
with eteraal winter if they refuse to permit us 
to walk across their grass. It is not so, and I 
b‘lieve the Dominion Government will rise 
to the occasion as soon as they see & 
proper and sufficiently speedy service estab- 
lished across the Atlantic. The time for wheat 
export is within the season of our internal 
water transports, and altogether we can 
afford to laugh at the bluffs Uncle Sam makes 
atus, Weare the fi‘th nation in the world for 
commercial marine—I am speaking of Canada 
now—and we have sailors and shipp2rs and 
enterprise, and I hope the great God of nations 
will so interfere as to force us to live within 
ourselves in the matter of shipping, and rotting 
sea ships will no longer breed discontent along 
the wharves of our maritime provinces. 

. 
S - 

How lovely Toroato is with its early autumral 
garb, changing its hues into russet and lighter 
yellow. I have seen more pretty women and 
pretty dresses in a few days since I came back 
from my little summer trip than I saw any- 
where el.e. What a bouquet of beauty and 
bright colors Toronto women and children are ! 
In the older lands where manufacturing, un- 
fortunately for us, is more prosperous than 
here, the cities are so black and dirty that 
sombre colors must be worn on the streets 
or an enormous laundry bill incurred. You 
cannot see these except in the South in 
the gay colors of evening, unless you 
visit the theaters where wealthy people 
array themselves in wondrous raiment. 
But democracy of color and beauty is 
nowhere more apparent than in this city. 
I watched the theater-going folk come out 
on Saturday, and on Sunday was astonished 
by the brilliance of color streaming church- 
ward. It is something to live in aclean city 
and not to soil gowns or gloves by contact of 
every object which one may touch or brush 
against. In Canada the same beautiful com- 
plexions are preserved as in England ; this is not 
true of the United States, nor is it true of the 
British Islands, where none except those reck- 
less of expense can wear white or colors as they 
can here. No onecan know the charm of our 
street effects unless he or she has had an 
opportunity of comparing the poverty of rai- 
ment and the repression of light and color 
which mark the cities, towns and even vil- 
lages, abroad. 

I am sorry that the excursion to Italy pro- 
posed by Chevalier Gianelli has occurred at a 
time when the cholera scare is apt to make it 
difficult for him to fill his list. The price he 
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Here ee anna aS 
e the United States can | for our civic authorities were warned. We 
and the | cannot afford to lose a hundred thousand 


dollars—and such is the not improbable cost of 
the change—by getting in range of a railroad. 
Financially such a thing is quite as deadly as 
being in range of rifle bullets was found to be 
on the lake near the old Garrison common. 
Before anything more is done this prospect 
shou'd be examined into. 


cs 
* * 


It rather startles orthodox people to find our 
Unitarian brethren in dispute over a “‘ too 
advapced” pastor. Orthodoxy had an idea 
that Unitarianism was the very last resort of 
heterodox people who did not believe ‘in the 
Trinity or anything except a Supreme Being. 
Of course this is not true, but this little dis- 
agreement in the Jarvis street congregation 
makes it evid -nt that the ‘most progressive,” 
the ‘‘farthest advanced,” the ‘‘most hetero- 
dox” have within them conservative and 
radical elements. It would be useless to argue 
to those who consider Unitarianism unpardon- 
able, no matter in what degree it may te held, 
that that denomination has had a great influ- 
ence in shaping other creeds, It might be equally 
useless to urge that Unitarians are but degrees 
extending through a long chain of denomina 
tions and containing within themselves many 
excellent people of divergeut views—perhaps of 
notclearly defined views—who desire a religious 
home. Begin with the sternest of all creeds, 
Presbyterianism, and from the beginning to the 
end one finds a thousand varieties and shades 
of opinion, Through Anglicanism, through the 
many denominations which are grouped under 
the name of orthodox Protestantism, you find 
the most heterogeneous ideas of God, of the 
plan of salvation and the future state 
—of everything concerned in our spiritual 
future. Then we have many shades of 
Unitarians, many of them quite as orthodox 
as some Presbyterians. Then we have our 
Catholic brethren holding all sorts of ideas as 
to doctrine and duty. And the Jews are not 
alike, but differing with one another. Then 
there are those who disbelieve in all creeds and 
who wear the name of agnostic, or infidel, or 
atheist, or theist, or theosophist. I enumer- 
ate these simply to show how wonderful is 
the difference, that I may point the moral by 
asking each reader to remember how similar 
individuals are to one another, and how abso- 
lutely alike all good people are and how 

very much alike all bad people are; how 
objectionable all rude people are; how un- 
neighborly and unbearable all selfish people 
are ; how utterly abhorrent to everything good 
that there is in us all cruel people are, and 
how with one accord all people are either 
religious or superstitious, no matter what they 
may profess to disbelieve or believe, or how 
with one accord they practice one thing and 
avoid another, or how careless they may be in 
this or devout in that. And lastly but not 
leastly, in view of the little newspaper para- 
graph which has caused these reflections, how 
all sorts and conditions of people, particularly 
those who are nearest to one another, occasion- 
ally fall out, and how even in these little dis- 
putes good is not entirely absent from the 
result. 

* . . 

The Czar and Czarina of Russia have been 
| showing their subjects an excellent example. 
| They have visited the cholera hospitals and 
(have not been afraid to converse with the 

patients. It cannot be considered surprising 
if a man who has lived, for lo these many 
years, in danger of poison and assassination of 
every variety should be unterrified by the 
cholera, yet it is always a refreshing thing to 
see these so-called tyrants so willing to go 


has set for twenty six days of Ita'ian pleasur- | away and leave all the magnificent surround- 


“I'd dress my mother so grand and gay, 

And the bby should have a new toy each day ; 
And I'd feed the hungry and clothe the poor, 
And all should bless me who left our door.” 


Thé Judge looked bick as he climbed the hill, 
And saw Maud Muller standing still. 

‘*A torm more f.ir, a face more sweet, 

Ne’er hath it been my lot to meet. e 


** And her modest answer and graceful air, 

Show her wise and goodassheisfair. . i 
Would she were mine and I to-day, 

Like her a harvester of hy ; 


**No doubtfal balance of rights and wrongs 
And weary law, ers with endless tongues, 
But low of cattle and song of birds, 

And health of q 1iet and loving words.” 


But h3 thought of his sisters, proud and cold, 
And his mother, vain of her rank and g old. 
So, closing his heart the Jadge rode on, 

And Maud was left in the field alone. 


But the lawyers smiled that afternxon, 
When he hummed in court an old love tune 
And the young girl mused beside the well, 
Till the rain on the unraked clover fell. 


He wedded a wife of richest dower, 

Who lived for fsshion as he for power. 

Yet oft, in his marble hearth’s bright glow, 
He watch’d a picture come and go, 


_ 


And sweet Maud Muller's haz »l eyes, 
Looked out in their innocent surprise. 

Oft when the wine in his glaes was red, 

He longed for the wayside well instead ; 
And closed his eyes un his garnisbed rooms, 


To dream of meadows and clover blooms. 

And the proud man sighed, with a secret pain, 
‘' Ah, that I were f.ee again, — 

Free as when I rode that day, 

Where the barefoot maiden raked her hay.” 


She wedded a man unlearned and poor, 
And many children played round her door, 
But care and sorrow and child-birth pain, 
Left their traces on heart and brain. 


Sometimes her narrow kitchen walls 
Stretched away into stately halls: 
The weary wheel to a spinnet turned, 
Tae tallow candle an astral burned. 


And for him who sat by the chimney lug 
Dozing and grumbling o'er pipe and mug, 
A manly form at her side she saw 

And jy was duty, and love was law. 


Then she took up her burden of life again, 
Saying only ‘‘ It might hwe been.” 

Alas for maiden, alas for Judge, 

For rich repiner and household drudge. 


God pity thm both and pity us all, 

Who vainly the dreams of youth recall, 

For of all sad words of tongue or pen, 

The saddest are these: ‘‘It might have been.” 



























Ah, well ! for us all some sweet hope lies 
Deeply buried from human eyes ; 
And in the hereafter, angels may 


Roll the stone from its grave away. 
JOHN GRBENLBAF WHITTIER. 
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imaginable. 
immense and comfortable new grand stand, 


attract thereto many a lover of lake and sky 


the grand stand. 


pink guimpe and a large yellow leghorn hat 


the beautiful view from which is enough to | Chapeau ; Miss Frances Smith extremely chic 


and white-winged ve3sels and fizecy clouds | feather boa; Mrs, Lynn wore mauve satin 
overhead. The air was fresh and not cold, the | under black lace and a most becoming black 
sun mellow and bright, the natty costumes of | 2nd pink bonnet; Mrs. 
the iadies suggestive of recent return from s2a- | little hat of gray and salmon pink aad a 
side and mountain resorts. The Government | 80wn of gray silk draped with black lace; 
House party occupied a little carpeted dais on | Mrs. George T. Denison wore mauve and white 
Mrs, Kirkpatrick wore a with yoke and cuffs of Irish lace, and fancy 


striped black and gray brocaded gown with | Straw hat with lilacs ; a stylish gown was worn 








dejeuner was discussed to sweet strains of 
orchestrai music and many good wishes 
offered to Mr. and Mrs. McKeough. An ele- 
gant array of bridal gifts was muck admired, 
and was unusually beautiful and rare. The 
bridegroom's present was a fine gold necklet 
with diamond star. Among the guests I 
noticed: Judge Moss, Mrs. Moss in a delicate 
fawn gown and bonnet ; Mrs. Smart in a lovely 
pale blue and black silk costume, with guimpe 
and cuffs of Irish lace, and forget-me not 
bonnet; Miss O'Reilly of Hamilton in dove 
gray and large leghorn hat; Miss Pearl Eige 
of London in terra cotta brocaded silk and 
shirred crepe hat; Miss Lyons of Chatham in 
china silk and rose crowned hat; Mrs. Cecil 
Leigh in cream silk and moss green velvet; 
Mr, Herbert Mason and the Misses Mason; Mr. 
and Mrs, Alfred Gooderham ; Miss Gooderham 
in a very becoming white rainbow-striped silk ; 
Miss Maggie Gooderham in a dainty 
mauve and white gown; the Venerable 
Archdeacon and Mrs. Boddy: Mrs. Boddy 
wore pale blue and white brocade, and small : 
bonnet; Miss Thompson cream crepe and ’ me 
large hat; Mrs. Jarvis looked handsome 
and gracious in a black and white striped 
silk gown and a charming little bonnet to 
match. Mrs. Beau Jarvis wore a pretty cream’ 
gown. I remarked also a very chic mauve 
and white costume with a tiny mauve 
toque, and a pearl gray frock which well be- 
came its petite wearer. Mrs. McKeough’s go- 
ing away-gown was of shell creponina soft 
cafe au lait shade, trimmed with black, with a 
large, black chip hat and lace veil. After the 
wedding tour Mr. and Mrs. McKeough will 
return to Chatham to reside. 

* 


A fishionable and distingue wedding took 
place at St. Helen’s church, Brockton, on 
Thursday morning last, at half-past ten o’c!ock. 
The quiet suburb was alive with carriages and 
brilliant with hindsome costumes, whose 
owners had assembled to do honor to the mar- 
riage day of Mr. Lewis Martin Hayes and Miss 
Margaret Maude Macdonell. The bride was 
accompanied by four bridesmaids, the Misses 
Marie Macionell, Nelles, Robinson and Mac- 
donell. Miss Macdonell’s sparkling brunette 
beauty well became her rich bridal robe of 
heavy corded silk, veiled in the orthodox tulle 
and oranze blossoms, The bridesmaids wore 
deep pink frocks of china silk, with puffed 
sleeves and white Irish lace hats wreathed 
with pink roses. The groom’s attendants were 
Messrs. Hayes, Claude Macdonell, Parker and 
Benedict. After the ceremony the guests ad- 
journed to the paternal mansion on Dundas 
street, where a recherche breakfast was served. 
The veranda and lawn as well as the house 
were crowded with handsome ladies and a‘ten- 
tive-gentlemen. Among the pretty gowns I 
noticei Mrs. Macdonell’s navy blue and white, 
with bonnet to match; Mrs. Lockie’s violet 


PARIS KID GLOVE STORE 


4-Button Swede 


$1, $1 25, $1.50 







We have opened: our dressmaking rooms, 
and are prepared to complete orders on the 
shortest possible notice. 

New dress materials and trimmings, suit- 
able for fall costumes. 


WM. STITT & CO. 


DINNER SETS 





We have a number of pretty patterns, the pieces of whic 
we can sell separately a ukeep into small sets. 


PANTECHNETHECA 


Cor. Adelaide and Yonge Streets 





The opening of the Exposition on Tuesday | Cord and velvet, with violet bonnet ; Mrs. Ay)- 


afternoon attracted a large number of stylish | Mer’s elegant cream cord, and white lace, 
people and was the most delightful afternoon | flower-crowned hat ; Mrs, Greville Harston’s 
The fresh untrodden sod and | White gown and hat wreathed with marguerites 


beautiful floral decorations of the park, the | 8d deep tulle veil; Miss O'Keefe looked 


charming in white silk and large leghorn 






in cream and terra cotta, with elegant cream 


this week re- 
ceived novelties in 
‘English and American 
Sterling Silverware; also 
full lines in Ladies and 
Gent’s Gold and Silver 
Watches, which we are 


German, a lovely 


by Miss Cochrane of Rochester in light blue and 


with pink roses. She ]»oked, as she always | White, with a lovely picture hat, edged with 
does, a picture of bright and happy interest | tiny blue flowerets; Mrs. James Murray looked 











ing, the route he has mapped out and every- | ings which power gives them. 


thing in his programme are above criticism. 


Those who 
claim a royal line of progenitors, and even the 


The pleasure and instruction which Canadians ! »inor nobility frequently distingu'sh them- 


would have received would have been of im- 


selves by showinga contempt of fear and death 


mense educational advantage. Mven at this | and those things which are so apt to frighten 


late moment, if my advice were worth any- 
thing it would be not to be afraid of cholera, 
but to go. It is absurd, this personal 
panic with regard to an 
disease. The numbers’ telegraphed to 
us of the dead in the most infected dis- 


people who have less to lose. It is very likely 
true that those who seem to have everything 
the gods can bestow upon them—grandeur, 


infectious | wealth, power—are most | kely to realize how 


trivial a thing life is; how little we have even 
if we have everything ; how little to lose if we 


tricts, after all are= but a trifling percentage die and leave everything. Very often those 


of the population, and in Italy so far we have 
heard no rumor of the prevalence of the epi- 
demic. Nothing could be more delightful in 
my estimation than a tour through Italian 
scenery and cities in company with a gentle- 
man of so much experience and such intimate 


knowledge of details as Mr. Gianelli, and I | 


sincerely hope that if his scheme is not success- 
ful now he may some other time offer the 
Canadian public a similar opportunity of pass- 
ing under such pleasant auspices through the 
wonders of old Italy. 
oa 

I think as citizens who are anxious for 
the preservation of Toronto’s reputation 
fom the charge of being full of awful 
pitfalls beneath and deadly wires above, 
a'! think that the newspaper which is 
chiefly engaged in denouncing the trolley 
should explain to us what connection our par- 


| thing to *‘ elevate his profession.” 





ticular variety of electric system has with the 
c-sualties which have resulted from the change 
of local transportation. It was an advocate of 
the storage battery. Supposing the storage 
battery instead of the trolley had been 
running the car on Church street, would 
the resu't have been any diff rent when 
a dazed and frightened woman stood on one 
of the rails and had her limbs dreadfully 
mangled? Why does it endeavor to conceal 
from its readers that all the accidents have been 
the result of rapid transportation, not of a 
particular system? Then again occurs the 
question, are we to refuse to accept a rapid 
motor because for a few days or weeks it may 
be dangerous? It would ba better, if such is 
the case, to ins‘'st that citizens go afoot, for 
carriages and carts kill people and the o'd 
horse railway used to have its littie graveyard. 
Certainly those who are not anxious to slander 
Toronto should endeavor to be fair. 
* 

I hear that the new rifle range, upon which 
much money has been expended, is likely to 
be intersected and ruined for the purpose for 
which it is being fitted up, by the T. H. & B. 
Railway. If there is anything in the report 
that this line which is being granted bonuges 
and is likely to be built,will ruin our rifle range, 
the folly of selecting it would be inexcusable, 


2 stake 


who cling most tenaciously to life are those 
who have apparently the least stake in this 
world—those to whom life is everything, inso- 
much as mere animal existence is all there is 
of it. 


* 
* * 


Everybody seems delighted that John L. 
Sullivan has been whipped by an athletic bank 
clerk. While putting on a back shelf a bully 
and blackguard, it is pleasant to know that 
another one equally low is not being brought 
to the front. Moreover, it is evident the Cali- 
fornia bank clerks are not all dudes, and if 
Corbett does not degenerate he may do some- 
Don, 


Maud Muliier. 


Maud Muller, on a summer's day, 

R .ked the meadows sweet with hay ; 
Beneath her torn hat glowed the wealth 
Of simple beauty and rustic health. 








The judge rode slowly down the lane, 
Smoothing his horse’s chest: ut mane. 
He drew his bridle in the shade 

Of the apple tree, to greet the maid, 


And ask for a draught fom the spring that fi wed 
Tarough the meadows across the road. 

She stooped where the cool spring bubbled up, 
And filled for him her small tin cup, 


And blushed as she gave it, looking down 

O. her f set 80 bare, and her tattered gown. 

‘' Thanks,” said the Judge. ‘' A sweeter draught 
From a fairer han 1 was never q xaffed.” 


He spoke of the groee, and fl »wers and trees, 

Of the singing birds and humming bees ; 

Then talked of the hayiog, and wondered whether 
Tae cloud in the west wouid bring foul weather. 


And Maud forgot her brier-torn gown, 
And her graceful ankles bare and brown ; 
And listened, while a pleased surprise 
Looked from her long-laehed haze! eyes. 


At last, like one who for delay 

Seeke a vain excuse, he rode away. 

Maud Muller looked and sighed *‘ Ah me! 
Th st I the Judge’s bride might be 


‘' He would dress me up in silke so fine, 
And praise and toast me at hie wine. 

My father should wear a broadoloth coat ; 
My brother chould sail « painted boat. 































and amiability. The Lieutenant-Governor was | Very stately in a rich gown and bonnet of 
also his usual handsome and kindly self, and | ™a@uve and white; Mrs. Wm. Nattress wore 
was greeted with smiles and applause from the | 4°ve gray crepon and hat to match ; the little 
larze assembly. I remarked Sir Casimir and | daughters of Mr. James Murray and Mr. Ger- 
Lady Gzowski and party, Mr. and Mrs. J, D, | ™a0 were sweetly frocked in eau de Nile silk 
Hay (Mrs. Hay in adelicate gray cloth gown with large hats covered with white feathers ; 
and, feather hat), Mrs. Alfred Cameron and Miss Flossie Taylor of Ottawa wore white silk 
Miss Walker, Mr. and Mrs. David Walker, | 924 apple-green ribbons ; Miss Violet Towner 
Mrs. Wright, Mr. and Mrs, Beard, Mr. looked sweetly pretty in white and gray; Mrs, 
and Mrs. A. M. Smith, Mr. and Mrs, Cas- | Bandolph Macdonell wore black lace with fawn 
well, Col. Fred, Mr. and Mrs. Denison, 


bonnet and coat; Miss Cross, a smart little 
Major Cosby, Commander Law, Colonel Otter, 

























scarlet hat with gray feathers, and a gray 
Mr. and Mrs. Bruce Brough, the Mayor and silk princesse corselet frock; Mrs. Colonel 
party. I noticed the veterans, Dr, Scadding, | Milligan wore black lace over green silk ; Mrs, 
Mr. John Laidlaw, and the wel! known face of | Roblin looked very handsome in black and 
Mr. D, B. Read among the spectators. mauve; Mrs, Sam Macdonell wore green and 
° vieux rose silk, and bonnet to match. A few 
Mrs, Alfred Gooderham gave a pink luncheon | of the o'her guests were: Mrs. Justice Moss, 
for Miss Allie McKeough of Chatham last | Mrs, Justice Harrison, Mrs. Lace, Mrs. George 
Thursday, which wasa very chic and elegant | Denison, Mrs. Arthur Denison, Mr. and Mrs. 
affair. ‘4 Anglin, Miss Fraser, the Misses Milligan, Mrs. 
site. 5: tial Meidiitas Unk welsh Bins Hilton, Miss Stevenson of New Brunswick, 
, ’ : Mrs, A. P, MacDonald, Prof. and Mrs, Hirsch- 
rip through Manitoba, the North-West and felder, Mr. C : 
Siac Cobemite, Sie in tenance Geensthn elder, Mr. Charles and Miss Hirschfelder, Mrs. 
dunet ha bia Gahan tires Atta W. P. Atkinson, Mrs, Chadwick, Miss May- 
, FS P nard, the Misses Ince, Miss Maud Maclean, 
Mrs, Bouchette Anderson, Miss Lee of O.tawa 
and Messrs, Ball, Aylmer, Jack Macdonell, 
Murray, and Principal and Mrs. Kewring. 
* 


The Church of St. Peter, on Carlton street, 
held a very elegant wedding party on Wednes- 
day afternoon, when the marriage of Mr. Wm. 
McKeough, one of Chatham’s rising lawyers, 
and Miss Mabel Stewart of Hamilton was cele- 
brated. The bridal party was very punctual, 
and precisely at half-past two Mr. Doward’s 
magic touch on the organ announcei the 
arrival of the bride. Miss Stewart entered 
leaning on the arm of her brother-in-law, Mr, 
Beau Jarvis, who gave her away, and pre- 
ceded and followed by Miss Allie McKeough 
as maid of honor, and the Misses Mabel Smart 
and Allen as bridesmaids, The wedding 
dress was of rich cream-white bengaline, 
en princesse, with a train, spreadiog from a 
fan-shaped pleat between the shoulders in a 
novel and graceful design. The veil was of 
tulle, fastened on the train with tiny bouquets 
of orange blossoms, which orthodox flowers 
formed a tasteful wreath on the head of the 
bride. Miss Stewart’s bouquet was a loose 
cluster of white roses. The maid of honor and 
the bridesmaids wore pink crepon frocks, 
quaintly fashioned, and carried pink enamel 
shepherdess crooks wreathed with pink roses 
and ribbons. Their large leghorn hats were 
trimmed with pink and cream ribbon bows and 
French roses. Mr. McKeough was accompanied 
by his brother, Mr. Frank McKeough, Mr, 
Cameron of Chatham, and Mr. Arthur Morphy. 
A number of triends from Hamilton and Chat- 
ham were among the guests. After the 
ceremony the bridal party and guests were 
driven to the residence of Mrs. Sheriff 
Jarvis, 285 Jarvis street, where a charming 


The marriage of Rev. James Hodgins and 
Miss Hettie Hamilton took place last Tuesday 
evening at Mr. W. B. Hamilton’s residence, 202 
J wrvis street, A number of old friends of the 
family were the invited guests, and tendered 
hearty but regretful congratulations to the 
young bride, whom they were soon to lose from 
their circle, Miss Hamilton’s wedding gown 
was of white china crepe and brocade, en prin- 
cesse, with tulle veil and orange flowers; she 
carried a bouquet of roses. Her bridesmaid, 
Mies Luri Hamilton, wore a very chic gown of 
primrose silk seersucker, a very dainty new 

(Continued on Page Eleven.) 
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enabled to offer at prices 
lower than any other f@ 
house in the 
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CUNARD LINE 


Sailing Every Saturday from New 
York 


UNSURPASSED FOR 


Safety, Civility and Comfort 
W. A. GEDDES, AGENT 


69 Yonge Street, Toronto 


OUTHERN 
- - TOUR 


Bermuda, Florida, Nassau, Ouba, Mexico, Jamaioa, Bar 
bodos, West Indies, Azores, Reviera, Egypt, Palestine, Eto. 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND 


Gen. 8. 8. and Tourist Agency, 72 Yonge St., Toronto. 


_ HERBERT EK. SIMPSON 


PHOTOGRAPHER 


143 Oollege Street - - Toronto 


8ap DOOR WEST OF QUEEN 8ST. AVENUE 
Successor to late Norman & Fraser. 














WE INVITE INSPECTION OF OUR NEW STOCK OF 


Cutlery Cabinets = 


Banquet and Piano Lamps 
5 O'Clock Tea Sets and Onyx Tables 


SUITABLE FOR WEDDING PRESENTS 


RICE LEWIS & SON 


(LIMITED) 
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For Use and Ornament. 







ey naissance is 


pointing rather stiffly toward the front. 


liked, better than this pattern hat, a copy 
which a clever milliner had made of it. The 
copy was in pale terra-cotta felt with a change- 
able velvet bow, large and rosetted, of green 
and maroon shades, a gold buckle, and in the 
back a light aigrette of iridescent green and 
black feather pompons. The inside of the wide 
brim had an inch-wide band of cream white 
felt laid on, which gave a very novel and attrac- 
tive effect. A hat in lighter material, but of 
extremely good effect, was of rich black silk 
lace over a shirred net foundation. A peculiar 
little headpiece of salmon velvet made a sort of 
frontlet under the brim, and one of those 
giant bows of the same rich velvet nestled 
under the flounces of lace which formed the 
hat. The brim was ample and of the pretty 
style which becomingly frames even a homely 
face. A marvelous hat, large and daring, 
with a pearl-colored velvet crown and a 
wide wavy felt brim, was piled high with 
delicate gray ostrich tips, soft and curling. 
In choosing these conspicuous hats, one prime 
rule should govern. Let the dress be rich and 
plain. A handsome black lace and silk forthe 
lace hat, and a pearl-gray gown not exactly tailor- 
made, but combining the raw edged seams 
and the flat stitchings with some bodice drapery 


to add richness and grace, for the mammoth 
feather hat. 


Tailor-made gowns have their time and place, 
but it is not at the elegant reception or stylish 
tea, the matinee musicale or the promenade 
concert. For these occasions severity should be 
toned down and some cunning puffing, shirring 
or frilling of surah, velvet, or other rich material 
be introduced with the smooth-faced cloth— 
and elegant fit. When the tailor-made girl 
stalks into the rose-hued light of the really 
**tony” and aristocratic afternoon tea she isa 
jarring discord, be she never so lovely! Lace 
and velvet, silks and satins look refined and 
a la mode, whereas she looks severe and repel- 
lent, like a spikey cactus in a bed of pelar- 
goniums. Besides, she destroys the essence 
of luxurious dolce far nieute of feminine 
prettiness and cosiness, and the subtle charm 
which lurks in the presence of the unalterably 
womanly woman. 


* 

A prize was given lately at a woman’s exhi- 
bition for the best designed bicycle suit for 
ladies’ wear. Here is the prize conception. A 
gored front and pleated back skirt of blue serge 
reaching to the ankles, lined with blue linen and 
wadded to the knees with one layer of cotton 
wadding, held in place by four rows of military 
braid in graduated widths. The skirt was 
opened and fastened on either side of the front 
gore, with buttons and buttonholes, The pleats 
were turned vis-a-vis at the back, where a 
small space was left plain; the bodice was a 
double-breasted postillion basque, and two 
stout hooks on the skirt band were hooked to 
the side back bodice seams at the waist line to 
keep basque and skirt in position. Alternating 
with this bodice was a blue and white polka 
dot silk shirt and a small blue serge blazer. 
The hat was in the English walking hat pat- 
tern, with black corded ribbon band, flat bow 
and five blue quills. It was claimed for this 
skirt that it combined style, safety and grace 
on the wheel. The wadding made it too solid 
to catch in the spokes, and with the braid gave 
it weight enough to hang correctly even in a 
smart wind. The ankle length is insisted up- 
on, and also the side front openings ; pockets 
are eschewed and the mouchoir is thrust be- 
tween the buttons of the double-breasted 
bodice or under the belt of the surah shirt. 
The plain space at the back of the skirt is the 
p2int where the saddle should rest as the rider 
mounts, and thus ensure an even ard graceful 
fall of the skirt. Low shoes and gaiters are 
preferred to buttoned boots, and gauntlet 
gloves are voted more graceful than plain 


ones. 
* 


A pretty fancy is silver filigree jewelry. I 
have seen some lovely little necklets, brooches 
and armlets of this style in a design of mar- 
guerites with gold centers, Charming little 
bon bon boxes of silver filigree are dainty pres- 
ents for luxurious ladies. Quaint vinaigrettes 
and p2rfume sachets are also taking novelties 
in this line. A very pretty and elegant 
girl wore lately at the matinee a dress of cream 
surah, with gold silk under frills, cream gloves, 
a little chip hat with yellow ribbon bows, and 
a sét of filigree daisies on her neck and arms. 


Some of our jewelers have brought out those 


silver beetles and butterflies, in filigree, poised 
on spirals of silver wire, which used to look so 
pretty when madame was coiffee for evening 
dance or reception or opera a decade ago, and 
which seemed rather to hover over than rest 
upon her shining hair or bouffant shoulder 


knots. E 


Do you want to know how to get four dresses 
out of two and a half and have them all avail- 
able, each without unmaking the other? If so, 
read the following: ‘‘Choose your color—say 
green, Havea pale Nile green evening gown, 
the skirt with quite a train to it and made bell 
fashion. The waist will be as you like, so long 
as it is distinctly an evening waist, short 
sleeves, low neck, and so on. This is dress 
No. 1. Now a dark green cloth gown, 
plain bell skirt, plain tailor bodice is 
dress No. 2. The half dress is a long-tailed 
silk coat. The silk is heavy and striped, 
a cream brocaded stripe, for instance, and a 
pale green stripe. The coat is cut Beau 
Brummel atyle in front, and may be worn open 


~: ME beautiful hats for 
@, sutumn and early 
winter wear are 
shown at the 
\'eading modistes. 
fresh from its 


grand felt hat of 
a pale tan shade, 
which is trimmed 
with an enor- 
mous bow of velvet arranged to lie against the 
narrow little crown and spread over the wide 
brim in two choux rosettes. Just directly in 
front is a large and sharp-toothed buckle of jet 
and gold, and where the wide brim narrows 
and turns up behind are a couple of much 
_ curled ostrich feathers, long and narrow, and 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 3 


at the neck or with a stock. A plain high collar, 
instead of stock, is unbecoming. The coat tails 
are lined with dark green silk, about the shade 
of your green cloth suit; the collar and cuffs 
are of dark green velvet; the Beau Brummel 
waistcoat—the waistcoat that shows in front 
below the coat line as well as above—is of dark 
green silk, well covered with ruffles of heavy 
lace.- This stock is finished with lace. The 
sleeves have deepruffties, The sleeve itself is a 
loose puff that may be either pulled down to 
below the elbow or pushed up so that the flaring 
cuff is just below the shoulder. This coat, 
worn without the stock and with the neck open 
to the point the coat collars make, and with the 
sleeves pushed up, the arms covered with long 
gloves, goes over the light green silk skirt, and 

makes a very handsome reception or evening or S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen 
dinner dress. Worn with stock or collar, with 
sleeves drawn down to meet elbow gloves, with EW openings of British 
suitable hat, and over the green cloth skirt, it ds includ hoi li 
makes the fourth gown, and one suitable for | , S00 S inc ude choice ines 
theater, carriage, or races. Of course, to get | 1N English prints. As you look 
this rig out all at once would cost a good deal, | for light grounds for summer wear, 


but if you keep the idea in mind you can build z a 
it up on whatever you have, getting the new so you expect dark grounds for the 























































binations, LA Move, 


Stitt & Co., and to Ryrie Bros. 








September. 


For Saturday Night. 
The summer breez +s playing among the autumn leaves, 
All nature seems more gay, and Flora garlands weaves. 





The peach with glowing cheek, crimson‘ng in the sun, 
And golden pippins meek, Eve’s work has just begun. 


The fruit she gathers in a basket by her stand, 


The dahlia’s dazzling head rivals the sunfl »w'r grand ; 
September takes the lead, gorgeous-hued her wand. 


The aster’s modest bloom and olust'ring mignonette, 
With delicate perfume, by far the sweetest yet. 


Creamy blooming to a rose, and amaryllis rare, 
The flaming gladiola grows, a fi»w’r without compare. 


September, we crown thee loveliest month of all! 
The ripen’d fruit we see heralds the Master's call. 
Evoise A. SKIMINGS, 





A Dog-Day Danger. 

The Janitor—Hey! Git down into the house 
as quick as you can. 

Mrs. Washington— What is the matter? 

The Janitor—There’s a mad dog on the street. 

Mrs. Washington—But it can’t get at me up 
here, can it? 

The J anitor—No; but the policeman is get- 
ting ready to shoot at it. 





Every-Day Life. 
Mrs. D'Avnoo (at front window)—Officer | 
Policeman—Yes, ma'am. 


things only as occasion callsfor a new combina- 
tion. It will certainly cost you less to get a 
coat to go with your evening dress skirt, than 
to get a new reception dress out and out. Then 
when you come to get a new street dress, you 
might as well make it a color and material that 
will go, as Ihave suggested, with this same 
coat. And there you are with your four dresses 
out of two and ahalf. Economic and tasteful 
dressing is only the result of a genius for com- 


Thanks for information are due to Messrs. 


Adam helps—her smile to win, that smile a price demands, 


dull days of the fall. New pat- 
terns in prints are very pretty. A 
tasty flowered design on a dark 
ground is something new that has 
caught our fancy. We think you'll 


admire it just as much. 


New Fall Prints, 10c 
E-glish Prints, 6>., 7}¢., 840 


Just as well to repeat it that an 
English print is a wice print and 
all are warranted washable. 

Fall house cleaning is near 
enough to make you think of goods 
like cretonnes. We've opened a 


lot of new designs this week. 


Sateen oretonnes, 15:., 18., 203., 
Ohiotz, for comforters and quilts ie. 150 , 200. 


Now that the shopping season 
is well on the advantage of our 
mail order system is appreciated 
by shoppers. 


R. SIMPSON 


8. W. cor. Yonge and Queen Entrance Yonge Street. 
Streets, Toronto. Entrance Queen Street. 
omen a 174, 176, 178 Yonge Street, and 1 and 8 Queen 


ohmsinsSne 


For Cheap, Choice and 
Useful Jackets and Capes 


One of the finest stocks of Mantles in the Dominion, and 
at prices to astonish the very closest buyers. 


A Pleasure to Show | Our New Goods 





asta’ What's wrong, | 979 YONGE STREET 


Mrs. D Avnoo—Nothing’s wrong; but I wish 
you'd step into the kitchen and tell the cook 
not to burn the meat, as she did last night. I'm 
afraid to. 

a er te 


Seaside 
He—Many engagements here this summer? 
She—Not so many new ones, but there are 
lots of renewals of last year’s. 





A Measure of Social Standing. 

Mr, O'Maha—lI’m told that Miss Broadsole 
belongs to an old Chicago family; that her 
Se was one of the earliest pork packers 
n the city. 

Miss Porkington—An old family! Why, Mr. 
O’Maha; my grandpa packed pork right here 
io Chicago before hers ever saw a hog. 





Supers ‘itious. 

**You didn’t succeed very well with the 
young heiress?” 

**No; she wa3 superstitious,” 

“ What was the cause?” 

‘“*She said she had twelve engagements on 
hand, and feared that the thirteenth might be 
unlucky.” 








Another shipment j ist arrived. Just the kiod for the 
house. Varied assortment. Oall and inspect them. 

CHOICE ROSES and other Seasonable Flowers 
always on hand 

Wedding Bouquets, House and Church Deco- 
rations our specialty. 


S. TIDY & SON - 164 Yonge Street 


Conservatory (415 Ontario St.) Tel. 3057 
Stere Tel. 2089 
N. B.—Funeral designs on short notice. 
Ale and Porter deliv- 
SUPPOSE ered to any address— 
$1560 a Keg. li’s bet- 
YoU TRY ter than drugs. 

A KEG ¢ asstorow ave Ta 199 
Toronto General Steamship 
Agency 
28 ADELAIDE STRHEHT HAST 
For Steamship Tickets to All Parts 
ot the World at Lowest Rates 











CAUTION 


Beware of imitations of 


BABYS OWN 
SOAP 


The only genuine has the 
ALBERT TorLeT Soap Co.'s 
name on the wrapper on each 
cake. 


NEW YORK GOOD 
LADIES’ OVERGAITERS 


Gray, Fawn, Tan, Seal 
Brown, Navy Blue aud 
Black. 





Prices range from 


$1.00 to $1.75 
79 King Street East 
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The Court Circular, London, July 2, 92: 


To those who study sanitary science, and we are glad to 
say there are thousands upon thousands who now do ao, 
at any rate in an elementary form, the drinking of pure 
water is one of the first necessities of health. Many of the 
leading physicians have lately descanted strongly upon the 
subject in consequence of the impossibility ao drinking 
ordinary London water, and they very rightly insist that a 

rect table water must be free from organic matter. We 

ave lately had brought to our notice the natural mineral 
water suppled to Her Majesty known as “ Godes berger,” 
which in every respect fulfils the required conditions. The 
testimony of the highest analytical authorities is over- 
whelming, not only as to its purity, but as to its itive 
superiority over other table waters. Professor Wanklyn 
and Professor Redwood are alike agreed on the subject, 
and the Lancet is equally strong as to ‘‘ Godes-berger,” 
sone entirely free from organic matter. We have person- 
ly tested ite merits, and can aver, that in addition to its 
Sales pu rity, it ie the most palatable and pleasant table 
water of the many on the market, and in our opinin it hac 
noegual. Ose ofthe strongest points in iis favor is that 
it ie a natural water which is bottled as it flowe trom the 
spring near the old castle of Godesberg, o| te the seven 
mountains of the Rhine. It must also be se'f-evident that 
a water which is recommended by Her Maj sety's medical 
advisers must surely be good enough for her subjects. 





Have You Noticed 


That several young ladies who formerly had red, pimpled and freckled skins now are everywhere admired for their soft 


WE WILL TELL YOU THE SECRET 


all use Mre Gorvaise Setter delightful Toilet Preparations, and many of them take regular treatments for 


babyieh complexions 


They 
thelr cengherien at Mra. G 


Be sure to b 4 at Mrs. Sree 8, 965) ap Street, for removal of all foetal blemishes and for 
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massage for the body, aad German baths t 
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AMERICAN FAT} m7 
191 and 334 Yonge St. Ts UNKQUALLED 99 


TORONTO 
sean IS THE VERDIOT 
In our August Clearing Sale all or 


goods are marked to capture those All Those Who Have Used the 


who buy a good thing when they S TAN DARD 


S66 it. 

Webster's Great Dictionary, $1.25. Well bound books, D R ESS BO N ES 
age oy 16>.; best cl th bound, 193. Paper cover 

ooks, al 


authors, 7c, regular price 25c. Dore’s 


Bible Gall nd oth ks, 95 ; The 
Bible's pot May other works, 95c ese last are Cas steel is extra quality, non-corrosive, 


Shawl straps in great variety, 10c., reduced from 25c. ssa tipped, securely stitched and fastened 
We will close a large consignment of beautiful Albums at | in @ covering of superior sateen. Can be 


1 hi z . 
poo le cee mportation, and not one-half cf usual relied on not to stain, cut through at the 


Boys’ Satety Bicycles, $6, wera $13, and with rubber tire | @N8, or become detached. 
$8, were $16. Boys’ High Wheel, $3 50, were $7.50. Baby 
Carriages, $5.50, were $10. Hammocks, 50 per cent. of Ask for Them 


real volun. 
Handsome Croquet Sets, 642., worth $1.25 ; Toilet Paper, They are the Best 
An immense Display of Agate isenwase Teapots, 503. 80 
worth $1 25; Preserving Kettles at half price ; Lest Crown ae 
ty Preserving Jars, pints, 880.; quarts, 98c.; 2 | All the Leading Retail Dry Goods Merchants 
qua T 
Closing out a lot of beautiful Window Blinds, complete, hroughout the Dominion 
49c., worth $1 25. Purses, new designs and best French 


full 1000 sheet package, 9c , Rolls, 100. 












goods, at less than half usual price. PATENT CORSETS 
Store closes at 6 39 p.m., except Saturday evening, open the Best. 
until 10.30 p.m. Come and eee. we ee 
— bya _—_ 


W. H. BENTLEY 


uate 1 Scientific Process, 
ILODS coatire Medical opinion recommends them 
for THE HEALTH. 

Public opinion all over the world 
unanimous that they are unsur- 
passed for COMFORT. STYLE, 
AND DUBRABILITY. Sap 
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and see you get them, as bad makes 
are often sold torgake of extra profit, 
Write for our sheet of Drawings. — 


E. IZOD & SON. 
30, Milk 8t., London: 
Manufactory: LANDPORT, 


DRESSMAKING 


Evening Dresses and Rid- 
ing Habits 
ALSO 


Cutting and as Dresses 
and Mantles 


Dressmakers’ Magic Scale for 
e 
With lessons or without. 


Order Corsets to Measure 


In any style. Satisfaction 
guaranteed. 


MISS CHUBB 
256} WONGE STREET 
Just south of Trinity Square. 


CLEARIN G SALE 


During the wsiete of July and 
August MISS HOLLAND will be 


prepared to offer the balance of 
her Fine Millinery Stock, to- 
gether with Flowers, Feathers, 








3 King St. Kast 


FIRST FLAT 
Ascend by Elevator 












PROF. DAVIDSON 


The — ous a 
aa 
Has again a ablished” himself on 
King Street. Those troubled with 
Corns, Banions and Ingrowing 
Nails should call and see the pro- 
fessor at 


49 King Street West, Room 7 
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Invitations 


G oo d ees 


38 Adelaide St. West 
eceaeaeeeeeee0 cash. 


@eeeeeoede08 ’ 
Toronto. ic ae oe MISS DUFFY’S Mantles, 
Wraps, Jackets, &c., are also re- 


EX POSITI ON duced to half price, and ladies de- 


faites siring travelling or boating gar- 
Visitors to the Toronto | ments should take this oppor- 


Who are in want of Hair Goode, be z tunity of replenishing their ward- 


Ribbons, &c., at an undercost for 


Fashion, Style, Convenience, Protection, 
or Necessity, are invited to inspect our 
stock of styles at OUR PREMISES, which 
is the most perfect and largest ESTAB- 
LISHMENT of its kind on the American 
Continent. No exaggeration. See and be convinced 
Best qualities of hair and finish. Style and reasonable 
prices are recognized by every customer. 


robe at low cost. 





112 Yonge Street, West Side 





LADIES’ GENTLEMEN'S : 
Bangs Toupees Toupess and Wigs Two Doors South of Adelaide 
Fringes Wigs ready-made or made 
Coils Head Coverings on short notice to order. 
Puffs Bandeaux Perfect fit and satisfaction 


Pin Curls Partings guaranteed for our hair 
Waves Etc. goods 


Large and Fine Assorted Steck of Fashionable 
Hair Ornaments 


BARBOUR’S 


LINEN THREADS 


TUILET ARTICLES 


For the complexion, famous French preparations for 
bleaching fice, arms, etc., Positive Wrin kle Removers, 
Cold Creams and Lotions. CAPILLERINE, for destroying 
superfluous hair. 


JEAN TRANCLE-ARMAND & CO. 


441 Yonge Street, cor Carlton, and 1 Carlton Street 
Toronto, Ont 


'The Best for All 
Purposes 


Sold by All Dealers 








Telephone 2498 


VISITORS TO THE FAIR 


Will Find Much to Interest Them at 


M PHERSON’S 


The Headquarters for Shoe Novelties in 
Toronto 


GEORGE McCPHERSON 
186 YONGE STREET 


Complexion Treatment |2: & J... OMALLEY 
reopening tte Maan Pon Dotorets ow | EXTRA VALUE IN CARPETS 


been well received by the ladies of Toronto, and already 
a large business has been done. Not only is the com- GIVH US A CALL 
plexion made beautiful, but headache and neuralgia are 


Se oon he FALL HOUSE-CLEANING 


Telephone 1551. Remember ~~ a “ees Cleaner is the only re- 
7 pl and repairing promptly at- 


Dorenwend’s &: at ee 


103 and 1056 YONGE ST., TORONTO Telephone 1067 160 Queen St, West 
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CHAPTER IX. 
JOHN CRANE’S WINDFALL 


: , 
; many things in John Crane's 
. iat ehon spoke to Mrs. Orr this afternoon 
about Edith. When he woke that morning he 
had no thought of approaching the subject so 
goon. It was perfectly clearto him, and had 
been for a long time, that one day he would 
ask Edith Orr to be his wife. He was not a 
man easily turned from his purpose and he had 
made up his mind to ask Edith one day, but he 
had no means of determining exactly how soon 
that day might be. 

He was not at all a sentimental young man. 
In love affairs he had had noexperience beyond 
his desire to make Edith his wife. He was 
under no delusions about her. He heard peo- 
ple call her the Empress of Muscovy, and adu- 
late her behind her back. He had no idea she 
was an empress, and he had no belief one way 
or the other whether she would fittingly fill the 
place of empress. He thought she would make 
a capital and beautiful wife for him. He dwelt 
more on her bright cheerfulness and a certain 
air of spiritual capacity he found in her than on 
her beautiful face or beautiful figure. __ 

He was under no delusions about himself. 
He knew he was not good-looking. That did 
‘| not trouble him. He knew he was not tall or 
# very powerful, or very agile, or anything very 
Fi admirable physically. He believed he had a 
i sound constitution, and a sound mind, and he 
# thought he had a sound heart, and he did not 

bother to think much more about himself, 
' Without enquiring why he thought he and 
in Edith Orr could live —— togetber, without 
enquiring how he thought he should be able to 
persuade her to his view that they were des- 
; tined for one another, he had great confidence 
in himself and great confidence in her. Al- 
i though he had never, as he told her mother, 
hinted at his feelings towards her, he con- 
sidered he knew the girl better than her 
mother knew her, better than she knew her- 
i] self. 
He was not aman easily moved. He hada 
wholly masculine mind. He took, what he 
told himself, was a reasonable view of life, of 
} business, of love. He was certain no woman 
could fascinate him against his reason. He 
' was sure he would make a bad hero of old- 
fashioned romance, for no woman could make 
i a fool of him, and he would not do for an 
woman things of which his reason disapproved. 
He told himself he was perfectly free from 
i false modesty, that is from what is usually 
\, called modesty. He told himself he had not 
an extravagantly high or an unjustly low 
estimate of himself. 
4 He was not in any fiercely excited state about 
Bet | Edith Orr. He thought that all things being 
moderately in his favor he should persuade 
Edith Orr to marry him, and he felt calmly 
confident that if she married him her life would 
be a very happy one. 

He was not in the least aprig. He was not 
at all self-satisfied. He did not think often or 
much about himself. When he did turn his 
thoughts inward he was aware of only two 
prominent features in his character—calm, 
deliberate, undemonstrative confidence in him- 
self, and asense of justice. About the justice 
he was not quite so sure as about the confi- 
dence. ‘‘ But,” he would say on the few oc- 
casions he turned his thoughts upon bimself, 
‘*T think I must be right about the justice too, 
for I have the courage to be just to myself.” 

He did not go back to Muscovy place that 
evening. He sent one of his men instead. This 
was the first evening since his arrangement 
with Mrs. Orr that he failed to call, but she 
was not surprised at his sending a substitute. | 
He was to get his answer from her to-morrow, 
and ‘‘No doubt,” she thought, ‘“‘he does not 
wish to come until the afternoon, when he is 
to know my mind.” 

' As she anticipated, he did not come in the 
j morning either, though ‘when ne did come 
' in the afternoon his explanation of his failure 
to appear was not the one she had expected. 
i As to Edith, she was so busy getting ready for 
Mr. Edward Fancourt that she did not know 
whether John Crane or anyone from him had 
arrived. 
: Before his usual hour for calling, Mrs. Orr 
} sent Edith out to buy something at a little dis- 
.| tance, and calculated that the coast would be 
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reins of the talk. 
should take them from him yet. 


LOST: . 


A Tale of Love and Fortune. 


By RICHARD DOWLING, 
Author of “The Hidden Flame,” “ Fatal Bonds,” “ Tempest Driven,” “ A Bafling Quest,” Etc. 
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penses, I find my income for the past twelve 
months does not exceed a hundred and fifty 


pounds; it was between a hundred and thirty 


and a hundred and fifty poundsa year. That 
would hardly warrant a man marrying unless 


he and his wife were resolved to live very 
quietly.” 


““My daughter is not accustomed to fine 


things. She has been brought up simply.” 


*T thought of that. But still one would like 
to be a little better off than I am now, and one 
would like to be able to see a little into the 
future. My business is only lately started. It 
I have, I 
think, good reason to think it will, but I am 


may be a success and it may not. 


not free from anxiety and care.” 


“Tf all lived together, either here or in Norih 
Furbam, there would be a saving. I suppose 
= did not think of separating me from Edie? 


he is all I have in the world.” 


**T calculated on you being willing to live 
You, I thought, would make over 
the business on me or Miss Orr. [ thought of 
buying an annuity of twenty-six pounds a 


with us. 


year—ten shillings a week, you know.” 
** Yes, I know.” 
‘* Twenty six pounds a year for you, and giv- 


ing you the right to board and lodge with us 


over and above the annuity money. I calcul- 
ated that twenty-six pounds a year would be 


enough for your pocket-money, your clothing 


and everything of that kind, and that every- 
thing in the nature of board should be supplied 
over and above the twenty six pounds a year. 

‘“I should then be better off than ever I was 
in my life,” said she. 

‘*T don’t think the business here would bear 
more than what I have said. If my plan, which 
isa new one in this district, anyway, [ mean 
my scheme of using shops as places for collect- 
ing jobs and having all the jobs so collected 
done in first-rate work and quickly by first-rate 
workmen, under capable supervision—if that 
scherne should fail and I should go to the wall, 
you would be secured against absolute want by 
the annuity. If things goon well you would, 
I think, be comfortable and happy with us.” 

‘**T am quite sure I should, Mr. Crane, and as 
far as [am concerned, when you have spoken 
to Edie she will only have to tell me all is 
settled between you and her to get my hearty 
consent, for I think you are a good young man, 
Mr. Crane, and I’ve liked you from the first, 
and I like you more and more every day I see 
you, and I like you most of all to-day. For I 
find you are a good, thoughtful, honest young 
map.” Thetears werein her eyes. She rose 
up and caught his hand and pressed it warmly. 
‘** And I’m sure youll be good to my gir).” 

“Thank you,” said he, a little embarrassed 
by her show of emotion. ‘‘I am very much 
obliged to you for giving me permission to tr 
my chance with Miss Orr. I am very muc 


obliged to you for your good opinion, and I 


hope I may be successful with her,” 
‘*T sincerely hope so, too. I don’t think my 


girl ever had a secret from me, and [I may tell 
you that as far as Iam aware there is no one 
else.” She sank back on her chair and smiled 
at him. 


He bowed gravely. He had hitherto held the 
ie did not mean that she 
‘As I have 
this opportunity,” said he, glancing round to 
indicate that he meant the absence of Edith, 
‘“‘and want to say a few more words on busi- 
ness, I think I had better go on.” 
‘*T shall be only too happy to listen,” said she, 


folding her hands in front of herand looking at 
him contentedly out of her gentle, anxious face. 


** One of my reasons, my chief reason for put- 


ting the estimate of this business so low is that 
I do not see how it can be made to do any bet- 
terthan itis just at present. 
one would take it on a long lease.” 


I am afraid no 


** Without you, Mr. Crane, it could not go on 


at all.” 


** Without someone who would do what I am 


trying to do it could not goon very long. You 
see, it is not a lady’s business. 


**I know that, Mr. Crane. Before you were 


good enough to look after it, I was robbed.” 


** Yes, it was part of my notion, if it would 


meet your approval, that we should use this 
house as the dwelling house for all. 
very good accommodation for the work on 
the North side, but the 
for living is not as good as yours here. That 


I have 


accommodation 




























































Ht Bi = for John Crane at Muscovy place for half arrangement would have the advantage of not 

ra an hour. ; : 

é Three years before, when Mary Stebbing mar- pena ee Orr away from the place or 
¢ ried Frank Jeaters, ‘‘a gentleman with inde. “I think that would be very nice indeed. 


pendent means,” she did not acquaint John What we should have under the change 
Crane of the fact that she was going e change | is you to look after us here (it is not pleasant 
her state and name. John bad heard arumor | "think of two women looking after a watch- 
that his cousin, his only cousin—his only rela- | maker's, safe or no safe), and perhaps a little 
tive in England as far as he kuew—had been | better times for us.” , 
married very well, but he did noteven know |  «y hope so.” . 
the man’s name until he got his uncle’s letter. “ Well. to be sure, there are girls who would 
The Cranes and the Stebbings had not been | jp. 9 little change when they get married, 
very good friends in old days, when the elders | wouid like to go into their own house or their 
of the names were alive. The young people | own rooms, and would not, as it were, care to 
had met only once or twice in childhood, and | stay at home after they are married. But I 
never after they had grown oy he C don’t suppose she would care. Of course, noth- 
So little did Pollie know of . a peo she | ing could be more agreeable to me than what 
was not sure whether they had all a you propose. To live in her own place and bea 
America or not. She was not sure bhp args er | little better off than one has been is more pleas- 
uncle was dead. She knew her aunt - oa ant to a person past middle life than to shift 
ago, but she was not sure about her uncle; and | i, among new people. With the young it may 
beyond the fact that John Crane was a watch- | pedifferent. If, when you come to speak to 
maker she knew absolutely nothing of him. Edie about it you and she can arrange it so, I 
At the best the Cranes were watchmakers, | 4), 91) only be too glad.” . 
and they might be all dead or they might beall | «Thank you. ow I arrive at an important 
out of the country, Anyway, she knew 80/ matter, I came rather suddenly to the con- 
little about them that she did not think it | aiysion of speaking to you on this subject 
necessary to mention even their names to the | yesterday morning I got a letter telling me an 
gentleman of ee means, _ . oe ‘Dn | uncle of mine who is in some part of Central 
his position would not care to hear he was | 4 merica has died. I did not hear any more. I 
marrying a wife who bad an uncle and cousin do not know how much he may be worth. A 
working at a trade with their hands. She told good deal, I always cedeeanandl I believe 
Jeaters of her uncle in America, because an whatever he had he has left to me. I did not 
uncle in America may be anything - may be in | foe} until I got this news that I was in a posi- 
the highest possible degree respectable, and | ¢i5, which would warrant me in speaking to 
enormously rich. She wrote to her uncle Steb- you about Miss Orr. I never met my uncle 
bing announcing her marriage, because she | tpouch we corresponded now and then He 
thought it would look well in Frank'seyes that | pq ett the country before I was born. He 
At = should have an uncle, and she got back @/ never married. I think I am the only relation 
At etter of congratulation with a hundred dollars he had living, except a first cousin, who is well 
; buy herself a weddi t. But F k , . 
; to buy herself a wedding presen ut * rank | provided tor, having married a man with 
ae Jeaters had not heard anything of John Crane, private heanse. Anyway, I fancy I may count 
not even the name. oe on the bulk, if not all my uncle’s fortune.” 

You must have wondered,” said John Crane “Hush,” said Mrs, Orr, raising up her finger 
to Mrs. Orr at the begianing of the appointed | ;, warning. “I hear the voice of my daughter 
ee “why I did not come last night or | .n4 1 think, our new lodger, Mr. Fancourt.” 
this morning. As she spoke the handle of the door v 

** Well,” said she, “I know young men are . . eS oe ae 
; often shy in such a matter as this,” She ‘penes oe Orr walked in followed by 
smiled to show him his answer was not likely —* ; 
to be an unpleasant one. | 

He looked at her with some surprise, ‘I 

fear I am not very shy,” said he. ‘ After leav- 

ing here yesterday, it occurred to me that I had 
not told you anything of my a/ffairs, and that, | Vincent Hotel he did not turn his steps east- 
; considering the question I had asked you, it | ward as on the previous afternoon. The cir. 
Ba i must have seemed strange I had not done so.” | cumstantial lie he had first told his wife, a lie 
5 \ ‘*Oh, Mr. Crane,” said she, ‘‘I know you are | carefully invented and elaborated with malice, 





CHAPTER X, 
THE OPEN TRAP. 
Tae evening before, when Jea‘ers left the St. 





avery sensible young man, and I took it for | had suggested to him a way of getting rid of 

granted that you would not say to me what | this evening. He could not stay at the hotei, 

you did unless you saw your way Fates clearly | That was perfectly clear. There was no chance 

to carrying out what you spoke of. whatever of anyone calling there on business 

. ore we go further,” said be. “you may | to see the place. Of any such visitor he should 

as well know all I know of my affairs. I may | have ample notice from Hilliers, the secretary, 

tell you that the day before yesterday, although | who was his friend and had got him the present 

! I had then, and for a while before made | employment, if clerk in-charge could be called 

up re mind to speak, I had no intention of a oa 

spea ng so soon. Yesterday I got a letter Hilliers had run across Jeaters in Brighton 

BE which, I think, warranted me in speaking at | five or six years since, before Jeaters’ marriage, 

if once,” before Jeaters had ever seen Vollie Stebbing. 

i Mrs. Orr bent her head to indicate that she | The secretary of the St. Vincent Hotel Com- 

: was all attention. pany had been greatly taken with the fine 

.3 “ Until I got that letter I did not think I was | appearance, excellent manner and general 
i - as yet in a position to marry. I have gone very | cleverness of the young man, 

4 carefully into my accounts. After deducting Although Jeaters had not been toa univer- 

rent, taxes, wages and other uncontrollable ex- ' sity or public school, he had enjoyed an excel- 






Ps 





TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 





lent education. He was acquainted with the 
flippancies of Latin and could roll out a dozen 
or twenty Greek lines. He was perfectly in- 
telligent about mathematics and fairly conver- 
sant with the popular sides of half a dozen 
popular sciences, He spoke French with great 
fluency and assurance. Englishmen who knew 
less than he of the language, but who had de- 
tected him in a slip or two, said his French was 
viie. But Frenchmen said it was always intel- 
ligible if not very elegant. He sang very well 




































































































baritone. He played chess, billiards and whist 
much better than the average player. He told 
4 — capitally and was always willing to 
oblige. 

* Jeaters,” said Hilliers toa friend, ‘‘could do 
anything he put his mind to. He would make 
a magnificent company promoter, still, al- 
though he knows a good deal about everything 
else, he is a complete fool at figures, but for the 
patter of swindle I never met anyone who could 
do better, who could do so well. There is 
another thing too against him as a company 
promoter, I don't believe he has any natural 
taste tor swindling. He has a couple or three 
hundreds a year and no expensive tastes. He 
doesn’t drink or gamble, or spend more money 
than he can afford on grub or clothes, In fact, 
he lives within his income. You can’t do any- 
thing really great in the city with a man who 
hasn’t some whirlpool for flinging his money 
into. Whena man lives within his income he 
may pick up a trifle in the city, but there is no 
career for him there. It’s a great pity about 
Jeaters, for he has no mortal sense.” 

**Is he married?” asked Hilliers’ friend in the 
dialogue. 

‘*Jeaters married? Not he! He is always 
half falling in love with some woman or other 
and then when she has fallen in love with him 
he changes his mind and sheers off, I think if 
the fellow were to fall downright in love with 
a _— go a regular buster, it might do him 
good, 

Hilliers never forgot the young man. Henot 
only did not forget him, but in an irregular 
way he kept him in sight. For a good while 
Jeaters seemed disinclined to take an interest 
in any occupation Hilliers tentatively suggested 
forhim. But acouple of years after his mar- 
riage he told the secretary one evening they 
were dining together, he would be glad to get 
something to do, provided it gave no trouble; 
that he was not very anxious about the salary 
so long as what he got to do now or soon might 
be the opening to some such career as Hilliers 
had more than once indicated to him. 

‘*If IL could in the end reacha a 
ora vm caer age 4 of something which woul 
not require technical knowledge and would 
bring me among men who might see fit to em- 
per me further, I should be glad,” he said to 

illiers. He had not thought seriously of the 
hints Hilliers had given him until he was be- 

inning to tire very much of his matrimonial 
nds and to wish for something that would 
afford an excuse for keeping away from home. 

Jeaters had not found it necessary to tell Hill- 
iers of his marriage. He did not think it would 
be any advantage to him if Hilliers knew a 
man of the world like him had married a girl 
out of a draper's shop in Hackney. 

When Hilliers offered him the caretakership 
of the St. Vincent he called the office clerk-in- 
charge to raise it in dignity. He explained 
that he only suggested Jeaters’ taking it as an 
introduction to the St. Vincent Company. After 
looking at the place, and going over it, Jeaters 
thought life would be more endurable here 
with an invalid wife than in a cramped, stuffy, 
Hoxton lodging. So he closed with Hilliers 
before he knew anything of his wife’s morbid 
=— to the river, before he ever saw Edith 

rr. . 

On the same day he first saw Edith Orr, his 
wife told him in their lodging in Hoxton that 
if she went to live by the river she should die, 

On the same day that he had fallen tumultu- 
ously in love for the first time in his life, 
his wife (who now bored him to death, who 
was an invalid with a poor chance of ever 
regaining her healtb) told him that in the new 
home which he had committed himself to oc- 
cupy she would die, die beyond all chance of 
doubt. 

The coincidence made a profound impression 
on him. In the coming together on the one 
day of these two vital incidents of his life, he 
saw not the hand of accident, but a decree of 
invincible, irresistible fate. 

When Frank Jeaters found himself in the 
main road of Verdon that evening he turned to 
his right, and not in the direction of Muscovy 
place. He thought town would suit his present 
mood better than Verdon, and he had made up 
his mind not to go nearthe Orrs, There would 
be time enough for that, and at present, after 
that scene with the woman, his wife, the half 
lunatic he had left in the hotel, it would be 
well to act with prudence. 

If he went totown now he could come back 
at any hour he liked, for he had the keysin his 
pocket. He could let himself in by either back 
or front. 

It would not be a bad way of passing the 
time if he went into town now, tried if Hilliers 
was at the club, spent a few hours with him, 
and came back by water, as he had fabied he 
came in the story invented just now. 

By the way, let him think, 

Suppose he returned by water very late and 
landed at the hotel dock, it would be most un- 
pleasant to have to poke about at such an hour 
trying to find akey hole in thedoor of the stair- 
case. He would slip back and open that door 
at the foot of the staircase from the hall to the 
dock, and leave it on the latch. 

Todo this he need not go to the bother of 
opening the backyard door again. He could go 
down to the end of St. Vincent place, open the 
little wicket in the railing, descend the steps 
to the dock platform, and open the staircase 
door without anyone seeing him— without 
being seen by anyone, or running the least 
risk of bringing the water rate people, or who- 
ever it was,down on them for half rates be- 
cause there was a caretaker. 

It would, because of these wretched water- 
rate people, or whoever it was, be as well to 
get to the bottom of St. Vincent place without 
walking down St. Vincent place, and this could 
be done by goipg on in the direction he was 
now taking a little further, turning down at 
the other side of Museum Green and doubling 
back along River terrace. He would do that, 
and then as soon as he had opened the stair- 
case door he would come back the same way as 
he had gone, run into town, find Hilliers if he 
could, and forget all this bother at Verdon in a 
pleasant evening with a man who could appre- 
ciate him, 

Jeaters did not quicken his pace. He walked 
deliberately until he found himself on the river 
terrace. There he paused and looked around, 

In the fine nights of summer many people of 
Verdon came to the river terrace for the view 
of the river and the breath of open space af- 
forded by Museum Green. This green was 
railed in and closed against the public at 
sundown, but the airiness of the terrace was 
greatly increased by the broad, flat grass-plots 
of the green formi a continuation of the 
broad, open space of the river. At this time of 
the 7 the river, when the tide was full, 
could be endured by those who were accus- 
tomed to it in summer. 

But it was October and chilly, and it looked 
asifit might rain soon, so that this evening 
roaee were only two or three people Jounging 
about. 

Jeaters sauntered up slowly with his pipe in 
his mouth as if he were merely trying to kill a 
dull hour. Hedid not wish to attract atten- 
tion. He did not care to smoke just then, but 
no man on the terrace at that hour would pass 
nsucmeae unless he had a pipe or cigar in his 
mouth. 

When he reached the end he paused and 
leaned over the paused, He waited a quarter 
of an hour until the few “strollers had gone 
away or were out of sight’ beyond the a 
Then turning quickly to the railings wh 
formed the cul de sac of St. Vincent place, 
with his key he opened the gate in the railing, 
passed through, closed and locked the gate 
after him, and hurri-i down the stepsto the 
platform running round the little dock. 


in a surprisingly strong and rather startling 
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With stealthy tread, as though he feared to 
wake conscience, he went past the end of the 
luggage shoot, hastened round the end of the 
dock, gained the door leading to the stairs, 
opened it with his key, and ascended through 
the darkness to the great hall above. 

Why? This going upstairs had no place in the 
pregremane he had arranged with himself when 

e decided that he might come back by water 
and that it would be well to leave the door at 
the foot of these stairs open. 

When he had opened the door at the bottom 
of the staircase he had done what he told him- 
self he had come here to do. 

What more was there to be done? 

With stealthy, cat-like, sly. shrinking foot- 
steps, he crossed the great hall to where the | in less than three hours of the first. 
brazen handle of the trap door projected from Jeaters darted across the street, engaged and 
the wall. . | ear for a room, walked straight into it, swal- 

He caught the handle as though one touch of | lowed the two draughts one after the other and 
undue pressure would explode a powder mine | flung himself, dressed as he was, on the bed. 
and bring the whole great building down in It was past noon when he woke. He bathed 
crashing thunder about his ears, his face, tidied bimeelf as well ss he could 

Inch by inch the murderous trap-door rose in | without toilet appliances. He made his way 
the floor, leaving gaping the mouth of theslide | back by train to Furham without going to Ver- 
which led with irresistible swiftness to the | don at al). He would seek his new Todaings 
a a pemnet od : » and wait. Fn 

en the trap-door sto up against the At the top of Muscovy place he met Edith 
wall, and the sly, secret ho!e hidden by cunning | Orr on her way home, onl te and she entered 
art and worked by sly, invisible machinery | the shop just as John Crane had finished his 
yawned and drew the heavy air of the hall | business statement to Edith's mother, 
down like the vortex of a whirlpool, he cast (To be Continued.) 
one glance at the bedroom of his wife, and, dis- ’ 
regarding the caution he had shown on enter- 
ing, dashed across the hall, opened the door at 
the head of the staircase, closed it behind him 
and ran down the stairs, 

When he reached the foot of the stairs he 
closed that door after him and locked it. 

He had come expressly to open that door and 
he locked it before going away. 

He had not owned to himself in coming here 

that he had any thought of the other door at 
all—the door which led to the fatal death trap 
—the door through which he had told his terri- 
fied somnambulistic wife that he had dragged 
the body of a dead woman the — Salers. 
oe, » 7 raised that trap and left it up. 
He did not put this question to himself, He 
did not put any question. He tried to cover 
up what he had done in physical haste by hurry- 
ing as if the building had already begun to 
rattle down about his ears, 

Ashe ran away from what he had done he 
tried to persuade himself he had not done any- 
thing. He tried to persuade himself the action 
of those few minutes in the great hall was a 
dream, a figment of excited fancy. 

When he gained the main road once more he 
sald: ‘*‘ Pooh! I did nothing at all. I wasonly 


Where did he live? Had he far to go to bed ? 
He was not going to take a sleeping Eanans in 
the street? —, 

No. There was an hotel opposite. That's 
where he lived. That's where he was staying. 
For the love of heaven give him two stron 
sleeping draughts or he would throw himeelf 
into the Thares, 

Into the Thames? He'd have a good step 
to go to throw himself into the Thames. 
It was three miles away as a crow flies. 
No doubt the pain had driven him distracted. 
Here were the draughts—one was to be taken 
on getting into bed and the other if he woke in 
the middle of the nightin great agony. But 
on no account should the second be taken with- 








Fagged Out!! 





company at this moment for anyone out of 
Colney Hatch—or Broadmoor, was it? Which | 
was the criminal asylum ? 

Here was the Verdon Hall of Varfeties, Let 
him goin there foran hour, . . . Curse the 
place! It was worse than the streets, for in 
here doors were always opening suddenly and 
one did not know what awful thing might be 
shot in, whirling and tumbling and dancing 
over until the odious bundle bounded to his 
feet and there burst over in the sight of every- 
one with Pollie’s dead face covered with blood ! 
and foam, and Pollie’s dead lips muttering in | 
— words, words that were dead, too, with 

ollie : 

“You loved and kissed me once, love and 
kiss me still or I will tell, and the people will 
tear you where you stand. Kiss and love me 
now. I was God’s handiwork and your wife. I 
am your wife still and your handiwork now, 
Kiss and love me stil!.” 

Curse this place! It was ten thousand times 
worse than the street, 

He burried away. 

He must stop these horrid thoughts in some 
way. 

He went into another public house. 

** Brandy.” 

“a 

“ Why not?” 

‘* You have had enough. You cannot stand 


ee 5 8 
“T have had none to-day. Nothing to drink 


to-day.” 
“We can’t serve you. You have had too 


much,” 


HAT tired, worn - out feeling, of 
which so many women complain after a 
with by those who 
use that great 

telling myselfa story about it and I told the 

story so often that I came to believe it hap- 

He turned into a public house. 
“ Brandy,” said he. 
seen a ghost?” & 
**Not yet,” said he, and dashed out of the | = 
A pain shot through his forehead. He put & 
up his hand expecting to feel a wound. He 
““No blood!” he whispered. ‘ But I felt 
something burn my forehead. It is the brand 
Go to Hilliers now? Not he. He was not fit Which makes the Dirt drop out 
Without Boiling 
Without Washing 


day’s washing, is done away 

Labor « ee 

pened really in the end.” . 
Saving 
“‘Good gracious,” said the man, ‘‘ have you | \ 
place, leaving the brandy untasted. 
looked at his hand when he took it down. Sy 
of Cain !’ 
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He entered a chemist’s. He was frantic with 
eplge. He must have a sleeping draught 
or die. 
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Too Late. 


A strong breeze, sharp with the cold sugges- 
tion of coming winter, swept up from the bay 
and tossed the creaking boughs of the old trees 
that stood along the roadside until they labored 
The last of the 
fog was just disappearing, aud curled fleecily 
up from the woods and waters, rolling away in 


in the wind like ships at sea. 


great sullen masses, 


In the north 2 long line of snow clouds was 
sluggishly moving forward. There was some- 
thing peculiar—almost sinister—in their slow, 
heavy formation, and the weather-wise fisher- 
man off shore watched them uneasily, and be- 
gan to draw ion tackle and make preparations 


to seek harbor. 


On the land the farmers shook their heads 


and hastened to get the last of the pumpkins 
Of their own accord 


the cattle left off fame and sought the barn 
then stragglers from some 
rightened flock of wild geese flew toward the 


and apples under cover. 
ards, Now an 


south in anxious search of their mates. 


Near the end of the one street of the little 
hamlet was a weather-beaten wood- 
colored homestead of one story and a loft, sur- 
rounded by a fence almost as old as the house 
itself; but as one passed through the gateway 
-and up the grass-grown walk into the smoke- 
painted kitchen, the poverty of the outside 
surroundings was forgotten in contemplation 


fishin 


of the profusion inside. 


At least this seemed to be the case with the 
old woman who hobbled painfully 2 the path 
here she 

stopped irresolutely ; but the savory smell of 
cooking was irresistible, and she pressed slowly 
forward into the low oerwer- The kitchen 
the Saturday's 

biking; from the stove at the far end of the 
long room came a cheerful hissing and splut- 
tering, and over it a woman bent in impatient 


to the half open kitchen door. 


was fragrant with the odors o 


Suspense. 


er back was toward the door and she did 
reat, hungry eyes that were 
and the pies 
and cakes and cookies that loaded the pine 


not notice the 
fastened on the loaves of bre 


table. 


Such profusion made the wistful eyes gleam 


and the withered form tremble with eagerness. 
But she did not venture to cross the threshold. 
On the floor two children were playing. 


They had watched the woman’s approaching 


with childish curiosity. The youngest rose to 


his feet and toddled toward her. 


eyes, he held up the cake that he had been 
nibbling. She hesitated, then took it and ate 
greedily. 

The boy laughed and went to get another. 
But at this moment Mrs. Barten looked up. 
Her face was flushed with heat and vexation ; 
she was about to speak sharply to the children, 
when she caught sight of the bent figurein 
the doorway and her wrath was turned. 

Of all things she hated beggars the most. 
Daring the summer months many of them 
drifted up from the neighboring seaports and 
proved a constant source of loss and vexation 
to the fishermen and farmers. 

Mra. Barten had suffered with the rest, and 
as she turned from the stove her lip: were 
drawn sharply over her strong white teeth. 
Sha did not see the wistful eyes and patient 
smile. 

What she saw was a cowering begaar, with 
som3 outlandish kind of head covering and a 
ragged shawl closely drawn about the slight 
form. 

‘* Well?” sha said, in a sharp, interrogative 
tone, 

Tae old woman shivered as though something 
had struck her, but her face remained perfectiy 
blank. 

“* A furriner.” 

Mes. Barten sprang forward and drew the 
children from so dangerous a presence, Toher 
a foreigner se2med all that was dangerou; and 
depraved. 

sudden sputter recalled her to the stove, 
ani by the time she was again at lsisure a trace 
of her naturally kindly disposition had come to 
the surface. 

Taking a generous handful of biscuits and 
one of the loaves of bread, she returned to the 
door. Bat the old womin had already passed 
the rickety gate and was hobbling slowly down 
the street. Mrs. Barten looked after her regret- 
fully. 
oT wish I'd a-given her suthin’,” she mut- 
tered as she replaced the food on the table ; 
“but sakes alive!” she coatinued briskly, 
after a momoant’s thought, ‘“‘ why sh’d I feel 
sorry? Like a3 not the old tramp was jest 
spying round arter suthin’ to steal. Most 
likely she'll have a doz2n snacks gin her before 
night. Hare, you Bob'n Liza, come back to the 
house this minute and don’t you go trapesin’ 
out again!” 

And with mind at rest and conscience satis- 
fied, Mrs. Barten returned to her compounds of 
fragrant odors, 

Slowly the afternoon wore omer the pies 
aud cakes and cookies disappeare Son the 
tab'e and were replaced by pans of crisp dough- 
nuts and heavy, spherical loaves of brown 
bread, with ra‘sed lines encircling them; with 
platters of juicy meats, browned to the critical 
point of perfec“ion, and flanked with dishes of 
yellow pumpkin ani white turnip and scarlet 
cranberry. As the table became crowded these 
in turn were taken tothe stor3-room to wait 
the coming of the ‘' great day.” And still the 
tired and flished mistress of the kitchen went 
on with mixing and tasting and baking. 


Tae low, sullen lina of clouds became more 
menacing, and crept on until they had masked 
the entire sky. The wind grew strong, and 
was soon filled with the fine particles of swirl- 
ing snow. But Mrs. Barten heeded not, time 
was too precious. 

“‘Tt’s growing dark,” she grumbled, as she 
slid more pansinto the oven. ‘ Days are pesky 
short this time o’ year.” 

It was only when a fierce gust of wind hurled 
a cloud of snow against the window that she 
looked up. 

**For heaven's sake!” she exclaimed. ‘It’s 
snowing, 'n I'll lay my life them dratted chil- 
dren’s out in it!” 

Hurrying to the door she called shrilly : 

**Bob! Liza! March your boots in here 
quicker'n lightning!” 

Receiving no reply, she mutterad angrily : 

** Upstairs, rummagin’ most likely. S:ems 
with all my work they might quit their play 
fora while.” 

But when a sharp call up the stairs failed to 
elicit a response, she began to look anxious, 
Throwing a shaw! over her head, she went into 
the yard. The snow was now whirling past in 
blinding sheets, and the keen wind cut one 
like a knife. Already white drifts were form 
ing in the fence corners and sheltered places. 
Objects a dozen yards away were beco ning in- 
distinct, 

A thorouzh search of the yard failed to show 
any trace of the children, and she returned to 
the house to decide on her next move. She 
could not determine the direction the childish 
feet had taken, and once out of sight of the 
house, she knew there was little probability of 
their finding the way back by themselves. 
There was no danger of their being lost, unless 
they wandered away from the village; but 
Liza had scarcely recovered from the measles, 
and she had all a mother's horror of wet feet 
and colds 

A smell of burning bread drew her attention 
to the stove. When she returned to the door 
she saw a bent Sgnre coming up the path. A 
moment later and the old woman stood before 
her, but now the r d shawl was closely 
wrapped around o2¢ child, while another clun 
to her skirts sobbing bitterly. The stranger's 
faca was full of a wistful tenderness, but Mra. 
Barten did not see it, Assured of the children’s 
safety, her feelings underwent a quick change, 
Her child in the arms of a dreaded ‘‘furriner! 
In a moment she had hurried the little‘ones to 
the fire and was removing their outer gar- 
ments. What contamination and disease 
might not lurk in the ragged shawl and 
dr ed skirts! 

She was aroused from her reflections by the 
entrance of her husband. 


. After gazing 
at her a few moments with his big, wondering 
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chair to the stove. 


ment, she added : 
she can come in to the fire, 


began to fill it. 
half way down the street before this.” 


relieved tone. 
sure’n take her in,” 


communications between the houses. 


storm. 


woman, and thenit was learned 


sent her away with a “ flea in her bonnet.” 


man house, 
outside the village. 
ously in that direction. And Mrs. 
worked with the foremost. 


in the old house,” said one. “ The old lad 


sign of its being occupied. 
spoken before, as he threw open the door. 


She was dead.—From Drake's Magazine. 
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Getting an Education, 


Ex oerience, experience, 
My teacher very dear ! 

Send in your bill for one more term— 
I have the money here. 

There are cheaper lessons advertised 
By teachers not a few ; 

But there’s never any money’s worth 
Like what I get from you. 


Ce eEnEEeEeeneael 
A Dead-Letter Office. 


young people, 
one of herold beaus, He had lately come home 
after an absence of twenty years. 


John was ae at Ruth with apparent con- 

ines that began to mark ber 
s of gray that 
It had been so dark and 
thick the last time he had seen it! Then he 


cern, counting the 
pale face and noting the str 
ran through her hair. 


gazed thoughtfully at the merry young dancers, 
and at last, feeling that he ought to say some- 
thing, asked : 


‘Whois that graceful, yellow-haired girl?” 


‘*That is Grace Dzering, Cousin Tom’s daugh- 
ter,” Ruth replied. Her hearer exclaimed won- 
deringly : 

“*Tom Deering’s daughter! 1 remember him 
so well!” After a pause he added: ‘I thought 
you and he would have been married long ago.” 

Cousin Ruth smiled, shook her head, and 
played on without speaking. 

“ The last time I saw you,” said John, mus- 
ingly, ‘you were waltzing with Tom himself 

Oo you remember it?” 

Did she recall it? Twenty years had passed 
since young Jack Graham had bidden her a 
cold and brief farewell, and she, amazed and 
awe-struck by his manner, had merely said, 
** Good-bye,” and let him go. Yet the memory 
of that night had never left her. 

‘“‘I wonder why Ruth is playing that old- 
fashioned waltz,” said the elders of the party 
to each other, and John Graham listened spell- 
bound to the well remembered strain. 

““Ah,” he said suddenly, ‘‘the tune recalls 
the past. I sent you a bunch of violets that very 
night, and hoped that you would wear them. 
O Ruth, what a heartless flirt you were!” 

Old as John had grown, his eyes wore a 
familiar expression as they met hers. 

As soon as the young people had tired of 
dancing, Cousin Ruth went up to her room and 
locked herself in, giving way to strange emo- 
tion. From the lowest depths of her trunk 
she took an old brass-bound box that had not 
been disturbed for —— yee. Unlocking 
it, she hastily raised the lid. Instead of the 
fresh, sweet violets she had left in it, there 
were a few crisp, shapeless and withered 
petals, beneath which for the first time she dis- 
covered a bit of paper, on which were these 
words : 

**Once for all, Rath, is it yes or no? If yes, 
wear these violets at the ball to-night. go 
away to-morrow; and if it is no, I shall not 
return. J. G.” 

For a few moments Ruth stood motionless, 
Clasping the little missive she went down stairs. 
One of her nephews passing her in the hailway, 
thought how pretty she must have been when 
she wasagirl. Her face’ was aglow with an 
unusual beauty. She went into the sitting. 
room, where John Graham sat alone. He was 
gazing moodily into the embers of the fire. 

uth approached, and, puttiog the piece of yel- 
low paper gently into his hand, said calmly : 

‘*T never saw it until this instant.” 

He looked at her in mute astonishment as 
she was about to turn away. 

‘* Would you have worn my flowers had you 
found the note?” he asked hurriedly. ‘‘ Ah, 
Ruth, is it now too late?” 

The merry voices in the next room drowned 
her answer to all but John Graham ; he alone 
heard it.—Short Stories. 





Did Him no Good. 


Hilow—These railway excursion rates for the 
holidays make me sad, Glim, 

Glim—Why? Can't you spare the time to 
take advantage of them? 

** Yes, I could spare the time ; but they don’t 
benefit me at all.” 

“Why?” 

** Because I have passes on all roads.” 





Always Ahead. 


Mr, Bleecker—I see, Mr. Livewayte, that so 
far the World's Fair p:ople have managed to 
get the biggest deficit ever known in Spent 
exposition at the present stage of the work. 

Mr. Livewayte (of Chicago, proudly) --Chicago 
always has the biggest of everything, sir. 








A Thoughtful Child. 
Lidy—You said you had two cats. 
Little Girl—Yes'm ; a white one and a»black 


one. 
Lady— You have only brought me the black 


one, 

Little Girl—Yes. They is both sheddin’ their 
coats awful, an I brought the black one, ‘cause 
your dress is black. 





Of the World. 
*‘ Jack thinks I am in love with him,” 
* What makes him think so?” 
** Just because I am going to marry him.” 
** How absurd!” 





In a Hurry. 


Hotel Waiter—Shall I take your order now, 
Missy, or will you wait til! your mamma comes 


io 
Li-tle Girl—I wish you'd take it now. Mamma 
never orders anysing ‘cept w’at ’s good for me, 





Completely Changed. 
‘* Well, how 's things in Boomville? Every- 
thing was at a standstill when I was there 
“It's ompetty the reverse, now.” 


“ Yes; everything is runnin down hill,” 


“ More wet feet, eh?” he said, as he drew a 


** Allers wet feet when there's anything to 
wet 'm in,” she returned, Then, after a mo- 
* You go tell the old woman 


Bergars an’ you 
"uns are enough to make folks lose their wits. 
‘“T passed an old woman outside the gate, 


he said, as he took his pipe from the she and 
“Tf it’s her you mean she’s 


‘Then I’m sheto’ that trial,” she said in a 
‘Some of the neighbors will be 


All night long and the next day and night 
the snow whirled and drifted about the village. 
Then the sun came out and the men and boys 
took their teams and shovels and began ee dig 

s the 
paths became clear, one neighbor after another 
sallied forth to gossip over the events of the 


At length some one mentioned the old beggar 
that no one 


knew of her whereabouts. Nearly all had seen 
her, and most of them confessed that they had 


One man thought she went toward the Free- 
This was a deserted building just 
Without hesitation the 


men took their shovels and began to dig vigor- 
arten 


** Lucky there’s a fireplace and plenty of fuel 
y can 
keep warm; but I guess she'll be mighty 
ae 
When they reached the house there was no 
** She ain’t here,” said the old man who had 


But he was mistaken ; they found her inside. 


Cousin Ruth was playing waltz»s for the 
Near her stood John Graham, 



















Biblical Interpretation of To-day. 


pany as late as you 


take her home from church, wasn’t she? 





A General Rain. 


_—— + o—__——_——— 
Too Bad. 
so long?” 


wich iastead of Worcester sauce. 
—_—___~.¢—.__... 
Refined Speech. 


of Mrs. Crewe-Doyle’s parlor, 
“Yes,” replied Mrs. Crewe-Doyle, 


pretty a little burst as I could find.” 





A Grave Omission. 


court-martialed for running into that scow. 
Assistant—You’ve a good defence. 
isn’t any scow marked on the chart, 





Scriptural Proof. 


made in heaven. 
Hunker—Why don’t you? 


—_ ro 


His First Sight of a Flounder. 


the fish he catches and mash them so flat? 





Found Wanting. 





A View of the World’s Fair Buildings, 


in the form of a large sized lithograph, in eight 
colors, with key to same, can be had by send- 
ing your address with twenty cents in postage 
stamps, to Geo. H. Heafford, G. P. A., Chicago, 
Milwaukee & St. Paul R’y, Chicago, Ill. As 
the supply is limited, applications must be 
made early. Should the “<r, become ex- 
hausted the postage stamps will be returned to 
applicant. 





Woman's Curiosity. 
** John,” she said, as they left the soda foun. 


tain, “‘ wasn’t fifteen cents a good deal to pay | forever!” 


for a glass of sarsaparilla?” 





‘Say, Josh, what makes yer mustache grow 


Josh—Oh, I shook some hair-tonic on a sand- 


“Oh, what a lovely statuette!” exclaimed 
Mrs, Hojack, admiring one of the ornaments 


much 
gratified by the caller’s admiration ; “‘ that is as 


Naval Officer—I’m afraid I shall be severely 
There 


Miss Flypp—I don’t believe that matches are 


Miss Flypp—Because the bible says there is 
neither marrying nor giving in marriage there. 


Father, why does that man sit down on all 


Self-constituted Mentor—Did you remember 
the case of Sapphira, when you told those 
gentlemen that your papa didn’t like you to 
have a chaperon, and would let you have com- 


1 q 
The Object of Solicitude—Yees ; perfectly. 
She was the lady who had four young men to 


Gowit— What, you broke, Brolly! I thought 
you had a snug sum in the bank for a rainy 


oy ? 
rolly—So I had ; but it rained on the bank. 


The Blina Man (awaking) —I knowed it would come! I knowed it! It’s nothin’ but a jedge 
ment on me fer the way I been pretendiz’!—Judge. 


Ayer’s Hair Vigor 
Is the most elegant and popular hair-dressing in me i 

into renewed activity the hair-roots and thus oan oie on rm 
has been lost by sickness, old age, or neglect ‘ : 
to the hair a silken texture, keeps the scalp clean, and 
cures itching and troublesome humors, W hen the hate 
becomes thin, faded, or gray the 
use of Ayer’s Hair Vigor brings ‘out a 
new growth of the original color, full- 
ness, and beauty, 
It is positively 
without equal. 


. Itimparts 






“Thave used Ayer’s 
Hair Vigor for near- 
ly five years, and my 
hair is moist, glossy, 
and in an excellent state of preservation. 
I am forty years old, and have ridden the 
plains for twenty-five years.”—Wm, Henry 
Ott, alias “Mustang Bill,” Newcastle, Wyo. 


“My hair began turning gray and falling out when I was 











about 25 years of age. I have lately been using Ayer’s Hair 
V igor, and it is causing a new growth of hair of the natural color. 
aa a ano pte and has been of great benefit to my 
wife in removing dandruff, with which she was very much troubled. 8) 
idruf : as very 2d. She considers it in- 
dispensable to her toilet.”—R. J. Lowry, Jones Prairie, Milan Co., Texas 
“This is to certify that for Many years I have had i * 
ar: ave had an itching of the scalp, and my hair 
ey nearly all fallen off. I was induced by Dr. T. J. Gossett to try Ayers Hair Vigor 
y so doing, the itching was entirely cured and the hair grew out on the top of my head, 


where it was bald.”—J. W. Harp, Deputy P. M., Mullinville, Kans. 


Ayer’s Hair Vigor 


Prepared by Dr. J. C, Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass, Sold by Druggists Everywhere 

















A Road Agent who Got Left. into the bushes and wouldn’t look back when 

There were seven of us in the stage out at | We called to him that he’d dropped something. 
Austin, Nev., and after we got started we ais 
counted up our cash and found we had exactly ° 
seventy cents in the crowd. Wewereadeaa | eason? Brrecnam’s P1x1s act like magic. 
broke gang, and bound for Eureka. Not a man 
had a bundle or a gun even. Everything we 
could rake and scrape had been put up at 
Austin to buy our passage in the stage. The 
seventy cents was tossed into a common purse 
and redivided, so that each one had a capital 
of ten cents to start on in the other town. The 
driver had just replied that it was two o'clock 
in the afternoon, and most of us were asleep, 
when a fellow jumped into the road a few yards 
ahead of the leaders and ordered the stage to 
halt. As he had adouble-barrelled shot gun 
and seemed to be full of business the driver 
pulled up. Then the stranger, who was a little 
man of great energy, came along to the right- 
hand door and called out in a brisk and chirky 
way: 

“Now, then, twenty minutes for refresh- 
ments, and every man throw up his hands as 
he steps down !’ 

We climbed down, every man with a grin on 
his face, and as we ranged up in line, hands up, 
the old chap on the left, who had put two cents 
into the purse and drawn out ten, began to 
laugh. 

** What in blazes ails this crowd?” demanded 
the road agent as he looked at us ina puzzled 
way. ‘‘ Now, then, step one pace to the front 
and deposit your guns.’ 

No one stepped. There wasn’t even a cart- 
ridge to deposit. 

= you mean to say you haven’t any?” 








An Easy Victim. 


Temperance Worker—And what caused your 
downfall, my good man ? 

Horrible Example—It was this stage realism, 
mum. Iwas acting the drunkard ina temper- 
ance play, and the manager insisted on my 
using real whiskey, mum. 





Authorized Canadian edition. Stevenson’s 
new romance, The Wrecker, by Robert Louis 
Stevenson. Mr, Stevenson’s thrilling romance 
of the South Seas has been universally pro- 
nounced the most absorbing piece of fiction of 
the year, while appearing in Scribner's Maga- 
zine. It is astory of daring adventure, of lost 
treasure, of shipwreck, of rescue and mutiny, 
worthy to rank with Kidnapped and Treasure 
Island. Toronto: The National Publishing 
Company. 





It’s Often Done. 
‘Bunker is just about leaving Liverpool. 
He’s on the Mersey, steaming for the sea.” 
“I bet he'll be howling. for Mersey when the 
motion begins,” 





Robert W. Latham, Lapanza, Cal., U.S. A., 
says: ‘‘I consider Diamond Vera-Cura the best 
shouted the little man. ‘‘Then each man step | medicine ever invented for Indigestion. It 
out and deposit his boodle.” puts the digestive organs in order, heals the 

We began on the left, and each stepped out | stomach, regulates the bowels, strengthens the 
and laid down ten cents. The man stood there | nervous system.” At druggists or sent on re- 
with his shotgun at a‘ ready” and his finger | ceipt of price, 25c. Address E, A, Wilson, To- 
on the trigger, but yet the absurdity of the | ronto. 
situation struck the old chap so forcibly that 
| 





he lay right down and roared until he chcked. 
His mirth was infectious, and the other six | 
laughed into the muzzles of the gun, while the | 
driver cackled like an old hen. | next? , 

“Do you mean to say that this is your pile?” Redflagski—A man who tyrannizes over the 
finally demanded the agent, | laboring men. 

““Yes—oh, yes!” shouted the old man ashe | Bombinski—Another capitalist, eh? 
wiped the tears from his eyes, ‘‘That’s every | Redflagski—No. A walking delegate. 
blamed cent the seven of us kin raise, and you 
—you-—” 

“*I’m fooled, eh?” finished the agent. He : 
searched ever man in rotation, made an in- USE HORSFORDS ACID PHOSPHATE, 
spection of the coach, and then leaned up Dr. W. W. Blackman, Brooklyn, N. Y., says: 
against a wheel of the vehicle with a reproach- | ‘‘I am very much pleased with it in seasick- 
ful expression on his face and said : | ness. Several cases have been brought to my 

Boys, it’s a durned mean trick to play on a | attention where it afforded prompt and entire 
fatherless boy who's got an old mother to sup- | relief.” 
port, and I can’t get over it. Seventy cents for 
this hull crowd! I've walked eighteen miles | Clearly Put 
and laid out all night to stop this coach, and | : —- = c 
you offer me ten cents apiece! Say, don’t look | Inquirer—As I understand it, you American 
at me! Don’t speak tome! Don’t even walk | musicians object to the landing of foreign 
in my tracks! I cut the gang of you dead cold | bands and orchestras, because their music 

; comes in competition with your music, 
And he shouldered his gun and walked off American Musician—Yah ; das iss recht. 


On to Him at Last. 
Bombinski—Whom are you going to kill 





For Seasickness 


—_—_—_____. + —___—_— 











“WORTH A GUINEA A BOX.” 


STOP THIEF. 
Dyspepsia is stealing the roses from many 
ladies’ cheeks, and making many men's 
faces blanch. 


| §$BEECHAWM’S 
Q i willarrest the rascal, 
i Pi Ss and restore health, 
| vigor and color; they 
| 


willl cure Sick Headache, acting like 

a charm on the Stomach, Liver and 

Kidneys. Price 25 cents a box. 

Wholesale Agts. Evans & Sons, Ld, Montreal, 
For sale by all druggists. 





For Spring and Summer. 











Delightfully Refreshing. 
BY ALL CHEMISTS. 
| The High Speed Family Knitter 
5) KmanesT " tre in ton minutes, “Will kmtt 







everything required in the 
from homespun or 

Coarse or fine yarns. 

The most practical knitter on the 

market. child can operate it, 
Strong, Durable, Simple, Rapid. 

Satisfaction guaranteed or no pay. 

Agents wanted. For parti 

and sample work, ad 

art, Dundas, Ont., Canada. 


househol 
factory. 


| mn 
Cardoen & Gearh 
‘Can You Read This ? 
| 

| Tcannot our Pimple Pills enough for what 

| have done Fang My face a ad souneed ak Seanieaae 
Iwas ashamed to go out, besides they were very sore. 
My sister, Mrs. Fish, advisei me to try your — 
after one bottle I was « great better the 
second bo has cured me. My face is just as smooth as 
it ever was. Anyone with Pim should try "ed Pimple 


MISS JESSIE BARLE 
Lachate Mills, P. Q 








To Harn & Myuius, Haurrax \ 
Peis of 
POWELL’S PIMPLE PILLS. j 
for Catarrh is the 
Use, and Cheapest. 





Piso'’s 
Best, Easiest to 
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SATURDAY NIGHT is a twelve-page, handsomely illus- 
trated paper, published weekly and devoted to its readers. 


Office, 9 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. 
TELEPHONE 1709. 
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A Censor of the Press 


T is a well authenticated fact that all the 
men who know how to conduct news- 
papers are unfortunately engaged at 
other lines of business. But, thank good- 
ness, they may occasionally give the 
editor a few pointers. And they do it, 

too—not all of them of course. If all the peo 





ple who know how to edit newspapers better 


than they are being edited were to write let- 


ters, each publishing office would require a 


steam machine for opening envelopes. Modest 
people will be surprised to hear that immodest 


ones now and then write to editors of all kinds 
of papers, pointing out mistakes in matter or 


judgment, condemning this feature or that fea- 
ture, or telling the editor that he is a dunce and 
should quit. It is the newspaper custom to 
either ignore or privately answer such letters ; 
the latter, only when the critic sends his name 

«and when the name amounts to anything, 
which it seldom does. The man who has mas- 
tered one or two small facts far away in the 
outposts of knowledge, is generally a much 
more knowing fellow and a more noisy critic 
than his brother who has penetrated miles 
nearer to the strongholds of wisdom. 

On Monday we received a letter in a flourish- 
ng business hand, and signed L. S. K., 108 
George street, Toronto, in which the writer 
expresses, from the high standpoint of one 
who reads all the best papers in the world, 
strong disapproval of the results achieved 
by the editors of this journal. But the last 
straw was piled on in.our last issue. ‘‘ When 


you make a break like that in to day’s number 


it is time you were called down,” wrote L.S. K., 
not saying in s0 many words that he was the 
man to do it, but he proceeded to do it, which 
amounts to the same thing. ‘“ A story, The 
Sixth Bench, which you say is by Luke Sharp in 
Detroit Free Press, was in the August number 
of The Idler and was written by Robert Barr. 
Perhaps you do not know this, but as they cost 
you nothing to copy you should at least see 
that the right people get credit for the work.” 

The editor stole time from his other duties 
to write a prompt reply to L. S. K., 108 George 
street, and kept a duplicate, which is here 
given: 


DgAR Srr,—I shall imitate your refreshing 
When a man, an individual reader 


frankness. 
of a newspaper, undertakes to school the editor 


in his duties and with a bluff discourtesy of 
language to throw reflections upon the nature 
of that newspaper's contents—when he selects 
a particular instance on which to base his 
gratuitous interference, he, at least, should be 
sure of his facts. { did not think there was 
one intelligent man in Toronto, much less one 
who has your professed acquaintance with 
“every paper published,” but that knew Robert 
Barr and Luke Sharp to be one and the same 
person whose writings appear simultaneously 
in The Idler and the Detroit Free Press. To 
quote your admirable words, ** Perhaps you do 
not know this.” 

I trust this little joust of your own seeking 
may havea beneficial effect upon your char- 
acter ; that it may arouse even a momentary 
glimmer of inward doubt as to your infalli- 
bility, and’ that you may be henceforth more 
tolerant of other people’s errors even when you 
have proof that they are in error. 

Yours truly. 

The reader will please observe the kind, 
fatherly tone of the latter part of the editor’s 
reply. The advice is of a sort that anyone 
might take into his bosom with profit. Others 
beside L. S. K., 108 George street, will, it is 
hoped, be warned by this never to reach the 
placid conclusion that they know all about 
everything and are competent to figure as 
callers down-in-general for the universe. It is 
a pesky hard character to maintain and ends 
in discomfiture. 





The Drama. 

HAT can a critic say 
about Herrmann? He 
cannot discuss the 
scenery employed, nor 
the plot, northe ballet, 
nor the end-men, for 
there is not one of 
these. He cannot in- 

stitute a comparison between Herrmann’s*do- 
ing of certain tricks with the way other magi- 
cians do them, because he travels alone in his 
particular line, having equals among the fakirs 
of India but nowhere else. The only thing re- 
maining for a critic to dois to pull aside the 
veil and expose Herrmann's tricks ; to take his 
performances one after the other and explain to 
an inquisitive public just how they are done. 
This will be capital reading—when some critic 
shows ability to do it. But it is far 
beyond me. His feats this week have been 
particularly good and the Academy has been 
crowded. When a man witnesses something 
that beats him the least he can do is to study 
it closely and make what he can of it, and re. 
cently I have found various writings on such 
performances as Herrmann gives. For in- 
stance, take his trick of making a rose tree 
grow from a seed and bloom in a few minutes, 
This was formerly known as the mango trick, 
and Jean Baptiste Tavernier, a French noble- 
man of the seventeenth century, who was an 
extensive traveler, saw it performed by jug- 
giers at Broach, and thus describes it : 

“The first thing they did was to kindle a 
large fire, and heat iron chains to redness ; 
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these they wound round their bodies, making 
believe that they experienced some pain, but 
not really receiving any injury. Next, having 
taken a small piece of stick, and having planted 
it in the ground, they asked one of the company 
what fruit he wished to have. He replied that 
he desired mangoes, and then one of the con- 
jurers, covering himself with a sheet, stooped 
to the ground five or six times, I had the 
curiosity to ascend tos room in order to see 
from above, through an opening of the sheet, 
what this man did, and I saw that he cut him- 
self under his arm-pits with a razor, and 
anointed the piece of wood with his blood, At 
each time that he raised himself, the stick 
increased under the eye, and at the third time 
it put forth branches and buds. At the fourth 
time the tree was covered with leaves, and at 
the fifth we saw the flowers themselves.” 

I rather fancy Herrmann accomplishes the 
trick without letting any of his blood. On the 
occasion written of by the French nobleman, 
the proceedings were suddenly terminated by 


has yet traveled in, because it not only gives 
his less-boisterous-than-usual style of Irish 
humor a fine swing, but it presents other char- 
acters who are extremely amusing. Dan needs 
to ask odds from no one in his line. If he were 
an imitator he would resemble the orthodox 
Irish boy of the stage more than he does, but 
being conscious of his own abilities he plays it 
as he feels it—not as he has seen ift—and the 
results do not disappoint him, for his audiences 
are large and well suited. Charles Saunders, 
as Paddy McFadden, is a big feature in the 
play, and Mr, Ed. Hume, as Tom, the English 
servant, is aclever fellow whose cockney ac- 
cent makes an admirable foil for the ‘“‘ swate” 
Irish brogue of the other characters. Miss 
Jennie Courtis, as Maggie Malone, had some 
rather hard work todo, For instance, she had 
to avoid looking ridiculous when holding her 
tiny hand clenched above the head of her rival 
and exclaiming in heroics, ‘I will kill you.” 
A lady of modest deportment and with graces 
suited for portraying the character of a gentle- 
woman should not be required to indulge such 
threats, for the apparent extent of her destruc- 
tive power would be the killing of a moth. 
The intended heroic effect of such a scene fails 
unless'a feminine bruiser fills the part. But 
Miss Courtis is an ornament tothecast, Al- 
together McCarthy carries with him a strong 


troupe. “ 


Joe Murphy is of course playing to full houses 
at the Grand and will continue to do so all 
next week. There is no risk in predicting this, 
no matter how many or how few visit the city 
or what the weather may be like. His plays 
are the same as before. Heis running Shaun 
Rhue and the Rose of Killarney. Joe Murphy 
is the evergreen of Irish comedy. 


Jarbeau will appear at the Academy of Music 
all next week in her farcical comedy, Starlight. 
Those who have seen her before will remember 
the sprightly way in which she slipped through 
the three acts, warbling merrily. One moment 
she is a fiery gypsy girl and the next is stately 
and demure. She has some very good songs, 
and she has also some clever people with her. 

* 





HERRMANN, 


an English clergyman present who violently 
denounced such tricks as sorcery, and declared 
he would never administer communion to aty- 
one who remained a minute longer to witness 
such unholy practices. But the record of jug- 
gling tricks among the Asiatics extends back 
further than the seventeenth century, for no 
less a man than Marco Polo, the great Venetian 
traveler of the thirteenth century, tells with 
his usual straightforwardness and simplicity of 
a performance witnessed by himself, His 
character is such that it is sure he saw what 
he says he did, or else was honestly deceived. 

*‘On the occasion in question, Marco Polo 
relates, the exhibition was given in the open 
air, in the court-yard of a great personage’s 
residence. The audience were seated all round 
an open space in which were the jugglers. One 
of the latter began by producing a long cord, to 
one end of which a wooden ball was fastened. 
Coiling the cord over his left arm, he took the 
ballin his right hand, and after swinging it 
several times, leaned back and flung it straight 
upward into the air. The ball seemed to 
ascend without any check to its motion until 
it was so high that it could scarcely be eeen. 
Still it mounted and, finally, passed out of 
sight completely. Then the singular spectacle 
was presented of a cord hanging down from 
the sky apparently, without any support. 
The principal juggler next brought forward 
a dog, which he placed at the foot of the hang- 
ing cord. The dog immediately ran up the cord, 
and at the upper end vanished as the ball had 
done. After waiting a few minutes, the 
juggler produced a goat, which climbed the 
cord in its turn, and then disappeared like the 
dog. Next, one of the jugglers was ordered to 
mount, and he also passed out of sight. The 
chief juggler waited some time, and then began 
to show signs of impatience. He shouted up 
into the air, but there was no response. At 
length he appeared to lose his temper alto- 


Whenever Barnum’s circus is advertised as 
coming here everybody understands that the 
biggest, best and most complete circus in the 
world has been got together, and all will be 
shown here exactly as is announced. So when 
Tony Pastor advertises that he and his com- 
pany are coming to this city the name of Tony 
Pastor and his announcement are likewise a 
guarantee that the greatest, best and biggest 
vaudeville show on earth will appear here 
with the entire attractions exactly as adver- 
tised. At Jacobs and Sparrow’s Opera House, 
Tony Pastor and his entire company will ap- 
pear on Monday night, September 12, and will 
also appear on next Tuesday and Wednesday 
evenings with a matinee Tuesday afternoon. 
Tony Pastor’s company this year is the largest 
and most expensive vaudeville show ever got- 
ten together by him or anybody else, and the list 
of talent is made up entirely of celebrities, Bes- 
sie Bonehill, England's greatest specialty ariist, 
is said to be the most talented and fascinating 
character artist that has ever visited America; 
Maggie Cline, who has been justly called the 
Irish Queen of Song, and who is original in 
everything she does and who is the idol of the 
gallery; the Daly’s (Lizzie and Veine), the 
favorite American stars, and a host of others 
whose names and specialties are so well 
known. Messrs, Jacobs & Sparrow are to be 
justly congratulated upon their endeavors to 
present to the patrons of their cosy theater the 
best attractions attainable. 


s 
On Thursday night next, September 15, at 
Jacobs & Sparrow’s Opera House, Miss Agnes 
Herndon will begin an engagement limited to 
the balance of the week, with matinees Thurs- 








between his teeth, swarmed up the cord, look- 
ing very fierce, and vanished like the rest. 
The spectators then had nothing before them 
but the cord hanging in the air, and an interval 
passed during which nothing happened. At 
last something was {seen to fall from the sky, as 
it were, into the open space under the cord, and 
it proved to be a freshly severed human hand, 
While the audience were wondering what this 
might mean, another hand fell to the ground ; 
then a human foot; then a second foot; then 
the legs; next the trunk, and last the head. 
When all the parts of the bcdy had been flung 
down, the chief juggler came into view, sliding 
down the cord, with the knife, now covered 
with blood, between his teeth. Reaching the 
end of the cord, he sprang to the ground, 
picked up the dismembered fragments of the 
human body, arranged them in their proper 
order, gave the body a smart kick—and up 
jumped the second juggler, alive and hearty, 
and bowed, smiling, to the spectators.” This is 
pretty hard to take. Still, with Herrmann’s 
performances fresh in mind it is not so 
hard either. To Marco’s immortal credit 
be it said that even in his superstitious age he 
floundered around for an explanation, snd 
records the random venture of a native spec- 
tator who said that probably they did not see 
what they supposed, but that the jugglers 
made them believe that they saw those things, 
If they had known anything about hypnotism 
they would have mentioned it then and there. 
But to explain Herrmann’s tricks by ascribing 
them to hypnotism presumes in the possibility 
of collective hallucination, that is, the exercis- 
ing by one man of a controlling influence over 
a vast audience in equal degree and without 
exception, a thing which deep students in, shall 
I say, the science, pronounce impossible. Be- 
sides, do not all bypnotic professors find them- 
selves baffled by a large percentage of those 
whom they attempt toinfluence on the stage 
and off it? Itis a mystery anyhow, but none 
save the very foolish regard it as sorcery. I 
do not believe it would particularly delight the 
imp of darkness for us to widen our knowledge 
in the matter, nor would it be a signal triumph 
over him for us to remain in ignorance. 
a 

Dan McCarthy's new play The Rambler from 
Clare is a success. The crowded houses at 
Jacobs & Sparrow's all week testified to this 
in the most genuine way of al!. When people 
pay out their dust two or three nights in one 
week, as a great many did, to see the one play, 
it is final evidence that the attraction is a good 
one. I consider this the best play McCarthy 


gether, and, seizing a long knife, he placed it 


day and Saturday, in her powerful and highly 
successful comedy-drama, La Belle Marie, which 
has been seen once before at this popular 
amusement resort. Miss Herndon is too well 
known to the public to need much of an 
introduction, and her impersonation of Jean 
Ingleside, an innocent country girl, and La 
Belle Marie, a French adventuress, ig too vivid 
in the mind of the public to be easily forgotten. 
Her impersonation is dainty and strongly 
amusing, and real to shuddering at times, and 
the play is novel, refreshing and enjoyable. 
MACK, 








Those Cotton Gloves. 


NE morning early our door bell 
rang and Billy (Billy is the 
name I have dubbed my hus- 
band ; he ealls me by the same 
name ; it hasa history of which 
I cannot wait to tell you now) 

got out of bed, donned his dressing robe and 
descended the stairs. Oa his return to our 
sleeping apartment he tossed a small parcel 
towards me. I was sitting, notwithstanding 
the early hour, on the middle of the floor play- 
ing with my first-born—a darling, wilful boy 
just twelve months old. 

Unwrapping the mysterious parce), the first 
thing that met my eyes was the name of a big 
Yonge street dry goods store. 

‘There must be some mistake,” I said, know- 
ing that I had not been purchasing at that 
place and thinking that the man had delivered 
it at the wrong door. 

**Oh, no,” said Billy, ‘‘a present, Miss S—— 
sent it to you.” 

‘Oh, but there must be some mistake,” I 
said. 

‘*No,” said Billy, more feebly than before, 
** there is no mistake,” whereupon my indigna- 
tion was thoroughly aroused and I exclaimed 
very ecornfully: ‘‘I don’t thank anyone for 
presenting me with a pair of cotton gloves,” 
for those and nothing more were what the 
parcel contained. 

Cotton gloves were associated in my mind 
with old John Reid's wife, who used to sit 
in front of us in church when I was a girl. She 
wore cotton gloves in winter for warmth, and 
in summer for style. She had very large 
hands, but the cotton gloves always succeeded 
in being several sizes larger. 

No sooner had I given vent to my feelings 
than Billy essayed to speak. I think it was 
to prevent me from saying anything further. 

‘** Billy, I bought them,” said he. “I thought 
I ought to make you a little present after your 


being away all summer.” 



































































My indignation was gone, I wanted to laugh. 
There was not a bit of use trying to unsay what 
I had said about cotton gloves, because I felt 
that what I had said was true even if Billy did 
give themto me. We exchanged glances and 
had a hearty laugh. Then I told him that some 
day, when we go away out nowhere to a pic- 
vic, I shall wear those cotton gloves, 

I smiled as I pictured to myself a tall, 
straight, finely built gentleman with handsome 
brown eyes and auburn hair (for Billy is hand- 
some if I do say it myself) wearing a pair of 
eyeglasses and earrying a barrister’s grip, 
entering that swell store on Yonge street and 
asking for “‘ Ladies’ gloves, pleate,” whereupon 
the pretty saleslady, thinking this a snap, dis- 
plays the finest lines, while my poor Billy 
gasps, ‘‘Ah,—er,—those in the window—marked 
ten cents.” Men are great jokes ! 

BELL INNES, 





Yes and No. 


OME people never say them! 

They aren’t built that way! ‘‘I 

believe so,” ‘I shouldn’t won- 

der,” and “perhaps” are their 

yes. While, “I don’t know,” 

‘*maybe not,” or “not much” 

are their nc. We conclude they mean an 

affirmative ora negative, after some intuitive 

gymnastics of our own, but their idioms don’t 

say so. Some people are naturally timid and 

nothing scares them worse than those two 

little words. They are so brave, so irrevocable, 

so easy and yet so hard toutter, 1 can’t bear 

t> say no to the trembling beggar at my door, 

who asks: ‘‘ Have you anything today?” I 

falter: ‘“‘Iam sorry, but——” while he—rings 
the next doorbell ! 

Miss Golden-spoon longs to breathe one 
sibilant ‘‘yes” to the question beaming from 
the handsome eyes of young Epicune, but it is 
a word so stupendous, so fraught with awful 
possibilities in the way of parental wrath that 
she dares not, though she would! Mr. 
Hailfellow, who dcesn’t want to drink 
more than is good for him, would fain 
strengthen his tongue to the utterance of that 
pregnant No—but it is every time too much 
forhim. One so seldom meets a square, out- 
spoken ‘“‘yes” or “no” that they come likea 
surprise when they do come. They are the 
realities of language, as pitiless as judgment 
day, as grand aseternity. Long ago the Lord 
of Truth condemned all our verbal squirming 
and pleaded for the simple yes or no. Looking 
into the hearts of us, he saw what trouble we 
would miss and what shame escape through 
clinging to those grand little words. But we 
were wiser, we thought of the slippery charm 
of “perhaps” and the squirming beauty of 
** probably,” and the clear-cut cameos of speech 
were thrown aside for these bedizened and 
many-colored prevarications. I love yes and 
no. When I go for aid to the man who can aid 
me, if he will, I want him not to hesitate until 
his favor is an insult, or to buoy me with false 
hopes when he intends to refuse. Square 
‘*ves,” until my heart is full of gratitude, or 
grave “‘no,” that is quickly destructive and not 
cruelly lingering—these are the words that 
don’t suffice for a lier; they bear in their brevity 
the swift, sharp touch of truth. G. E. D. 








John Greenleaf Whittier. 


At Hampton Falls, N. H., on Wednesday, 
John Greenleaf Whittier, the Quaker poet, 
passed away, aged 85. He was agrand old man 
and no writer in the United States ever suc. 


wf 





ceeded in winning the love of the people as he 
did. He seemed to throw his personality out 
over the millions, and his simple, sweet, unpre- 
tentious verse will live when more carefully 
chiseled productions have ceased to be. Peace 
to him. 





O’Nale Has It. 


CH, Mrs, Whallen, dear, the black 
scourge is upon us, and me 
Moike has the rale Humbug 
chollery awful bad. Only the 
day forninst yisterday he was 
that well he et forty cobs of 

corn, frish from the pot, if he et one, and 
to-day the poor owld mon has been tuk that 
bad he has not lift his bed since, save to git up 
to eat his males and thin git back again. The 
poor fellow can’t lift his head from the pillar 
with the cramps in the stomach. It’s jist 
dridful, me dear, But I tell you, Ann Whallen, 
if they issolate me Moike they issolate the 
whole O’Nale family—cow, pig, hins and all— 
for we'll niver lave poor Moike as long as he’s 
above ground, and they'll have to put us all 
into the quarrytine together if they try it on 
him. And if me Moike dies I'll sue the Govern- 
ment for a loife interest for letting thim darty 
divils of Humbuggers crass our wather. Now, 
what do ye think of it, Ann Whallen?” 

‘* Faith, Mre, O’Nale, dear, ye axe me a very 
puzzlin’ question indade, Bliss your dear heart, 
but poor Mr. O’Nale has the chollery no doubt, 
but, if I may make so bould, I tink after atin’ 
all thim corn cobs it’s the common Canadian 
hog choilery he’s got.” 

CATHARINE VAUGHAN, 
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Blunders. 


For Saturday Night. 

The half of our actions are blunders, and he 

Who makes fewest, must sure be considerei to be 
The wisest of mortals, possessed of, in fact, 

That quality, greatest of fate’s gifts called tact. 


Where love's mixed with war, in that keenest of strife 
Which most of us go through in winning a wife, 
You'll find thie same valuable gift gain your bride, 

And more, keep her tranquil when to you she’s tied. 

I’m sorry to say it, but viewed in this light, 

You'll find tact beats modest worth clean out of sight, 
For it keeps you from strife, from the ne’er ceasing ¥ 0e8 
Which beset him who constantly treads on folks’ toes. 
Of course there are blunders, which, guided by luck, 
Steer us straight to a post which no genius or pluck 
Could get usin sight of. I loved like a brother 

A man, who oppressed by his wife and her mother 
Contrived one-cold day by the merest mistake, 

To upset his dear mother-ir-law in a lake. 

And when she got out, after shriekings and halloae, 

And kickings and plungings, and various long swallows 
Of cold, muddy water, she seemed quite subdued, 

And pious, and prayerful, and altered of mood. 

Besides, she took such a dislike to the place 

That man never after set eyes on her face. 

Another I knew who when shooting one day ~ 

With-a bachelor urcle, in some blundering way, 

While crossing @ fence in pursuit of his game, 

Blew a very large hole through his relative’s frame ; 
And the only result of this action so rash, 

Was his getting by will quite a lot cf hard cash. 

So blunders may, perhaps, turn up trumps, but most times 
Tact, valuable tact, o’er all obstacles climbs, 

Geta you out of scrapes with the dons at your college, 
Adds fifty per cent. to your small stock of knowledge ; 
Gets you into engagements with fair ones you woo, 

And what's harder still, gets you out of them too ; 
Makes your friends think you guided by some lucky star ‘ 
Makes your wife think you better than you really are, 
Which it’s difficult sometimes for women to do, 

Their sense cf our faults is so dear and so true, 

And if you add to it the heart of a man, 

Will guide you through life as no other thing can. 

Picton. ReaiwaLD Gournay. 


To a Mosquito, 


Por Saturday Night. 
Oh, rude marauder ! at the midnight hour 
Thou’st waked me from my slumbers. Thy small cry 
Quavering and shrill etill rinzeth in mine ears. 
Ah ! ‘what is this? Thou hast waylaid and wounded 
And drank of my life blood, while yet I sleep, 
And raised a mound of quivering flesh to mark 
The spot where thou thy bloody charge hast made. 
“N-nuuum, n-n-n-puum.” What! piping up again ? 
Again I feel the fanning of thy wings, 
Now on my cheek, and now upon my brow. 
Oh, epicure ! and wouldst thou probe again ? 
Again with thy envenomed tongue wouldst pierce 
My quiverirg flesh and glut thy hungry maw 
With blood, long blue’d to thy «esthetic taste. 
Yet, oh my enemy ! withhold thy spear, 
Refrain thee yet a moment from the charge 
And I will write thine epitaph ; ere yet 
The descending blow with awful thwack 
Shall crush thy fair round scull or break thy spine. 
EPITAPH. 
Here lie the bones cf one, no coward he, 
Who, when the daring raid was subtly planned, 
Did boldly sound the charge, ‘‘ N—nuuum,” 
And with uplifted spear rush to the onslaught ; 
When, ah! thy wily foe, ere thou couldst strike, 
Did raise his giant hand and lay thee low. 





“N-n-nuuum, n&-a-a-a-um, N-n-n-p-num.” 
What! dost thou dare to settle on my nose? 
Take that——! And one morquito less 
Shall sound his warning trumpet in mine ear. 
Ah, umf! where is thy carcass small ? 
“ N-n-uuum, 0-n-n-nuum, na-a-8-a-a-UM, n-n-n-num,” 
Confound it! I have missed him. 
Ciara H. Mountcastis (Caris Sima). 


A Seaside Sketch. 


For Saturday Night. 
She trips it along thesilvery sands 
With glistening pebbles strewn, 
While far from the beach sounds the sea-bird’s screech 
And the mournful ory of the loon; 
Her choral cheeks by the salt-winds kissed, 
Her hair by the breezee blown, 
Eawrapped in the folds of a sheeuy net, 
The fisher maid hastens—alone. 


Her eyes scan the distant horizon, 

And she longs for the even-tide 
And the vesper-bells, like the salient swells 

Of the waves ‘gainst the gray cliff’s side ; 
And the fichermen’s call when they firet descry 

The welcoming throng on the shore ; 

And her heart in accord with the billows’ roar 
Throbe fast with a feverish glee, 

And a merry lay, as she wends her way 
Beside the seething sea, 

Soars far above—'tis a song of love 
And the waves sing a soft refrain. 





Symptoms. 





For Saturday Night. 
Low droop her veiling lide, dark fringes meet, 
And hide away the secret of her eyes. 
Pink flushes mount her half averted cheek, 
And linger, crimsoning, where a dimple lies. 
What means this glow of rich warm life amove ? 
One whispers me, ‘Tis 80, when maidens love !* 


Her lips part slowly, while a fragrant sigh 

Steals from the sudden impulse of her breast, 
And all uneasily her laces lie, 

Stirred softly in a vague and quick unrest. 
What means this breath that flutters to and fro ? 
One whispers me, ‘‘ When maidens love, ‘tis so!” 


Oh, bright eyes veiled, oh, red lips mute and atill, 

Surely some spell doth wrap me round about! 
While sudden tears those veiled eyes over fill, 

And one hushed sob those trembling lips doth pout. 
Sweetheart, I'll dare thy wrath! My learning prove! 
Whisper me! Is it 60 when maidens love? 

LAUNCRL(T. 


The Hour for Music. 


For Saturday Night. 
In the dreamy hour of the twilight, 
Ere the night’s shadowy f. rm hae appeared, 
‘Tis then musiv’s straine thrill the heart with delight, 
‘Tis then heaven's peace seems most neared. 


In the dusty light of some sheltered nook 

Where the face is robed by the gloom, 

Where the form of the player is soreened from the look, 
And the tender strains steal through thé room, 


We leave far behind us earth's care and ite sorrow 

Ite sharps and ite fiate no longer molest, 

No longer we're troubled by thoughts of the morrow ; 
All else is forgotten, our hearts know but rest. 


Away into peacefulness smoothly we're floating, 

Away from the earth our soule take their filght, 

O’er visions of beauty ¢ far they are gloating, 

The tender strain ceases. Alas! It is night. 
Queeneville. R. W. Large. 


A Far-Sighted Young Man. 
Shippen Clarke— Why dc you give so expen- 


sive jewelry to your fancee 
Cashin Hand! do it from economical mot- 











ives, 

einen Clarke— How's that? 

Cc n Hand—If I spent money on theaters, 
oyster suppers. meee and the like, it would be 
sunken ca ital ; but after we are married I 
a be able to raise money on that jewelry 
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TORONTO. SATURDAY NIGHT. 


has broken out. They are of daily occurrence, 
and one has no end of chance to study human 
nature in its flustered or envious or cynical 
aspects. Scarcely anyone is happy at a stylish 
wedding — they don’t have time to be. Too 
many more important things than happiness 
are to the fore. The bride has her train and 
her bouquet and her veil to consider. The 
bridesmaids have their own cares and trials ; 
the ushers perspire and smile and race; the 
best man can scarcely spare courags from his 
own scant store to help the groom face the 
crowds of tittering misses and criticizing dow- 
agers in that awful moment’s wait for the 
bridal party. The mothers are tearful, the 
fathers grave and serious ; the crowd anxious, 
impatient, hot and stifled ; the coachmen con- 
temptuously indifferent, and only the gutter- 
snipes and street Arabs who guy the police and 
make remarks about the guests outside the 
church doors take any enjoyment out of the 
whole thing. I always enjoy myself, but it is 
mainly in watching the miseries of the rest of 
them, Then comes the reception, the congratu- 
lations, the conglomeration of ice cream and 
sandwiches, and champagne and bon-bons. 
Then, O crowning horror and abomination, the 
inexcusable enormity of rice and slipper throw- 
ing, and the fugitive race for the carriage of a 
pelted and protesting pair. Why dothey do it, 
the fiendish brothers and giggling girls? 
Why not treat the newly wedded with that 
consideration and honor which their exit 
demands? But no! Modern etiquette sanc- 
tions the outrage, and rice and old slip- 
pers fly in the face of refinement. No- 
body ‘‘behaves” in church at a_ stylish 
wedding; nobody prays, nobody is expected 




































Between You and Me. 


F there is one journalist more than 
another whom I should like to be, it is 
Labouchere of Truth, I watched the 
exchanges for the last number of his 
racy publication, and I laughed con- 
sumedly over the first few paragraphs. 
He has had them thrust upon him, 
poor man, by the quid nuncs and “I 

told you so’s” of the English people. I think 
it is too funny to hear him telling how disin- 
terested and devoted a Radical he is and how 
little he cares where Labouchere comes in so 
long as the country is safe. Ah, Labby, Labby, 
there are two mistakes one is apt to make 
when one talks about oneself, to tell folks how 
good one is, or to confess how bad oneis. No 
one believes you either time, you know! 
People don’t want confessions or assertions of 
that sort. You and I think certain things of 
certain people, and they may talk and confess 





we'll be “‘of the same opinion still!” I think 
the outspoken Radical editor expected to be 
placed, and so do lots of others ; he doesn’t say 
he didn’t, but says he isn't a bit put out at 
being left out. Anyone who wants to be 
tickled in very funny wise should read Truth 
of August 25, 


* 

The Philistines be upon us! I don’t know 
how everyone else feels, but I did feel a bit 
nervous when the electric cars were started on 
King street. I felt like going and hanging up 
big signs on the corners: ‘‘ Look out for the 
cars!” that a timely warning might come be- 
fore the eyes of our’ visitors. It is to be ex- 



















The Gypsy Wagon---No. 2. 


In which the Gentle Reader Inspects Some Rare Horses 
and Dogs and Travels a Dozen Miles. 


BY MACK, 








ELIX had arranged that a certain 
hotel.over the Don should be the 
starting point, and here he had the 
covered wagon and the sulky 
taken, and the three horses, driven 
one after the other, as he purchased 

them. Here, too, Sampson and Casey had sent 
the cooking utensils, bed clothing and the mer- 
chandise. When they met Friday evening at 
old Teifer’s office for a final consultation, they 
decided to gather at the hotel at nine o’clock in 
the morning and change their clothing, put- 
ting on their gypsy garb and getting a start 
down the road by ten. 

Casey reached the rendezvous at eight o’clock 
and eagerly in- 
spected the out- 
fit. The three 
horses were 
such a_ collec- 
tion that, horse- 
dealer though , 
he was, he had 
never seen the 
like. One of 
them was stone 
blind, and the 
hostler inform-  ~. 
ed him it ba- ws 


in SCY 


NY 
A 


ith} 
43 


cil 
¢ 


th) Ey 
oes 
wd 


HITS 


UG 


’Rastus— Why, I waz writin’ a telegram, an’ 
tough an’ he say dey waz rone, an’ I'se jus’ rese 








ntment, 





Policeman—Here, what are you doing—trying to kill that operator ? 


I simply agkin’ him if dey waz one or two effs in 
ntin’ de insult. 





longed to the G 
sulky. Those 


horses were thin—so awfully thin and jointy 





THE IVRPPRI SSIBLE FRLIX. 


Portugese explorers. 
When old Telfer had finithed fussing around 





pected that people accustomed to quiet country 
roads and front streets of placid towns should 
get rattled when they come to Toronto. I get 
just so when I go to New York and chase about 
the city after friends and editors and bargain 
counters, and I never feel cross if anyone ac- 
cuses me of it. But then I am not a farmer's 
wife nor daughter, and ead experience and a 
severe clawing a year ago have taught me 
that such are sometimes unduly sensitive. 
Why, I cannot for the life of me imagine. 
But to return to the cars. I heard two little 
sentences across the office the other day, which 
amused me a good deal. “ Well, you’re still 
killing people on those electric cars. Now, 
we don’t need to kill our folks in Hamilton, 
haven't killed one.” The other voice drawled 
slowly ard good-naturedly: ‘‘No, you can’t 
spare any,” and the Hamilton man, after a 
pause and a gag, slid out of the door. 


Surely this fin de siecle is the age of fakes! 
There is the fake parson, the fake lawyer, the 
fake doctor and the fake employment agent, 
the fake newspaper, with its fake prizes and 
competitions, and the fake lottery, which is 
the only fake likely to get its deserts. There 
are always fools to meet the fakes half way, 
emotional women, who are spiritual hypo- 
chondriacs, and ‘nervous creatures, who are in 
the same affliction as to their perishing bodies ; 
and needy but trusting souls who chase will.o’- 
the-wisp situations, and poor silly women, 
who want diamond rings for half-yearly sub- 
scriptions, or list of words, and dishonest and 
conscienceles3 men who hope fora whale of 
thousands of dollars in return for the sprat of 
one! All fakes, the whole lot of them! The 
worst of them is that they do harm to the 
honest substance of which they are the shadow. 
Every fake parson keeps many souls in dark- 
ness, every fake doctor keeps many bodies 
racked and writhing, until in time they turn 
and rend fakes and honest men alike in their 
excess of impatient misery. Every fake news- 
paper steals away thousands of dollars that 
would otherwise come to honest journals run 
on their merits, irrespective of diamond rings |; 
and dress patterns. How blind these mortals 
be! And though the fakes wither like Jonah’s 
gourd, in double quick time, still they are 
thorns in the sides of honest folk, while they 
grow and flourish and someone gets the 
dollars. They look out tor that, do the fakes! 


Among the many schools of art, of physical 
culture, and of design, there has sprung up, or 
is about to spring, the Schoo) of Conjugal 
Happiness. The pupil will be instructed in the 
art of pleasing man! She will take a course of 
scientific wooing and learn all the depths and 
shoals of coquetry and Jove-making; she will 
take a course of pouts, a short sceance of smiles ; 
a vocal lesson on no and yes, with every pos- 
sible inflection ; sermons on scolding and lec- 
tures on coaxing will equip her for her pretty 
conquests. After these lighter studies have 
made her ornamental, she will learn to broil a 
steak, with a seraphic expression and unfailing 
skill, and will take a short term of baby-tending 
as a bonne-bouche, for a final, A graduate’s 
certificate of proficiency and success will be 
given to those students who pass, and ting-a- 
ling will probably go the merry marriage bells 
toute suite! 


All very fine, say I! but is the School of 
Conjugal Happiness to have no male gradu- 
ates? I should like to see some of the arbiters 
of our fate at their lesson too! A course of 
chivalry, comprising coal carrying, ashes sift- 
ing, kindling chopping and fire making, anda 
short season of vocal culture, on the pianissimo 
and dulcissimo tones, a few lectures on tobacco 
smoking and cocktails, in an econornical aspect, 
astrong and stiff essay on duplicity as con- 
doned by marriage, a general dissertation on 
duties present and to come, and a rousing vale- 
dictory on selfishness would be beneficial. It 
is but little use starting these studies after 
matrimony has taken place. It’s hard to teach 
an old dog new tricks ; men and women need to 
graduate pre-nuptially, and to make the road 
to conjugal happiness their study in their salad 
days. How angelic the wedded life of the 
woman who doesn’t want the last word, and 
the man who can kindle a fire without kerosene 


or profanity ! - 


In these days of traveling by land and sea, 
one comes across queer stories and experiences. 
I don't envy alady friend who made the pass- 
age from Germany to England in a ship loaded 
with fireworks, While they were being un- 
loaded, fires aboard were extinguished, and 
the passengers had to put up with a cold meal, 
as it was too dangerous to kindle even enough 
blaze to boil a tea-kettle. What a very tran- 
quil and soothing day they must have passed ! 

a 


The usual September epidemic of weddings 













to. In that sublime moment, when the seal of 


the Church i3 put upon the happiness or misery 


of two human hearts, you and I, instead of 


being awed and devotional, are scanning the 
gowns, wondering if the bride feels nervous, 
smiling at an acquaintance, or yawning over 
the whole affair. Talking about church be 
havior makes me remark on the queer atti- 
tudes people consider suitable for supplication. 
One man in front of me, one recent Sunday, 
folded his arms on the desk and laid his head 
on them, closing his eyes, just as if the only 
prayer he knew or intended to use was tbe 
well worn ‘‘ Now I lay me!” A very natural 
attitude, and one quoted significantly in Scrip- 
ture is the kneeling figure and the bent head 
covered with the hands, but my parson says 
that isn’t right. It makes us lazy and drowsy, 
and we are enjoined to kneel erect, with face 
unbowed and hands uplifted, and we are not 
to lean against anything. Well, I simply can’t 
do it—it is so crampy and hurts my knees ! 
* 


Yesterday I saw a city garden that surprised 
me! It was just the usual narrow strip behind 
a house in a row, but the owner of it loved 
flowers and would have them. The fences 
were green with vines, the ground was cov- 
ered with phlox, nasturtiums, white verbenas, 
alyssum, scores of parti-colored blooms, making 
the cramped little place a perfect picture. Tiny 
paths ran to and fro, encroached on by sweet, 
wandering branches of mignonette or honest, 
sprawly petunias, but oh, the sweetness and 
the surprise of it! I grudge the brick walls 
that shut it fromthe street. I want everyone 
to see it and to smell it, for it is very good. 

Lapy GAY. 





Individualities. 


A noted life-saver is Capt. Nicholas Murphy 
of Boston. In thirty-five years he has saved 
over one hundred persons from drowning. 


Jay Gould carries a dime in his purse and 
eays that he vividly remembers the time when 
it represented his entire worldly wealth. 


An asylum for mothers-in-law is being built 
in Austria, by a wealthy Austrian woman, and 
provision has been made for five hundred 
cecupants. 

A school is to be opened in Japan by Mrs, Tel 
Lom, a highly educated Japanese lady of 
Tokyo, where she will teach the native women 
of her own rank. 

The widowed Princess Nazal is the only 
upper-class woman in Egypt who is allowed to 
see men, and has this privilege through the 
special order of the Sultan. 

Herr Von Hessler, Equerry to the Prince 
Regent of Bavaria, was killed by two ferocious 
mastiffs that attacked him while walking on 
one of the principal streets of Munich. 


Tea and tobacco are assigned as the explane- 
tion of the prevalence among Russian women 
of crime over the women of any other nation. 
They smoke cigarettes constantly and drink 
enormous quantities of strong tea. 


The orders and decorations of Prince Bis 
marck, if worn three deep, would cover the 
breast of a man six feet across the shoulders, 
The ex-Chancellor is said to possess more of 
these honors than any other man in Europe. 


Four thousand dollars a year apiece are the 
salaries of the Countess de Nurasol, Miss Ecta 
Hughes, and Fraulein Paula, who are respect- 
ively the Spanish, English and Austrian 
governesses of the Infantas of Spain. Each 
receives, besides her salary, a home in the royal 
household. 

A contrivance has been invented by Mrs. 
Harriet M. Plumb of New York for keeping 
cars supplied with fresh air without the annoy- 
ance of cinders. The new patent has been in 
use for some weeks on local trains between 
San Francisco and Oakland, California, and is 
very satisfactory. 

Countess Li, wife of Li-Hung Chang, Chinese 
Viceroy, is dead. She was attended by an Eng. 
lish physician and an American lady doctor. 
She was one of the most remarkable women of 
the day in China. She had the greatest influ- 
ence at court, and was a trusty adviser of the 
Dowager Empress. 

The real name of Dumas’ famous Camille was 
Alphonsine Plessis ; the great author portrayed 
her character as it really was. She had a nat- 
ural talent and an instinctive refinement which 
no education could have enhanced. She never 
made @ grammatical mistake ; no coarse ex- 
pression ever passed her lips. , 

Jane, Lady Shelley, the widow of the late 
Sir Percy, the poet’s son, and successor to his 
grandfather in the baronetcy, was unable to 
attend the Shelley Centenary at Horsham, 
Lady Shelley's time is spent chiefly at Bos- 
couse Manor ; her health is but indifferent, 
and she lives in much seclusion, 









that Casey walked around them and hung up 
his hat on fourteen different bone-peaks on the 
team. He went back five paces and pitched 
his hat against the hip-joint of the old mare 
and there, after swirling around a couple of 
times, it neatly hung. He said it reminded 
him of making a ringer while pitching quoits, 
The hostler showed the professional estimate 
set upon the animals by saying that he had 
orders not to let any of ‘em except the blind 
one lie down, and he was tired ‘‘a-proddin’ of 
’em all night.” ‘ 

This intimation that the poor beasts had been 
denied the right to sleep for fear they would 
seize such a favorable opportunity for peace- 
ably dying, angered Casey, but just then his 
attention was called to a most disreputable- 
looking female who came out from the hotel 
with two letters which she handed to him. 

One letter was from Sampson, asking to be 
picked up a mile down the road and the other 
was from old Telfer, requesting that he be 
picked up at the toll gate, as he knew the 
keeper. 

“Them ducks,” said Casey, “are ashamed to 
be seen starting out on this 
gypsy business. When I’m 
ashamed of doing anyining 
I just don’t do it, and as 
I'm playing gypsy, if I 
should this minute see the 
Queen sitting on that board 
fence across the road looking 
at me, it wouldn’t curl a hair, 
dy’e see? That’s the kind 
of aman Iam. Well—Ill— 

SNAP. be—blowed !!!” 

This astonishing conclusion to his statement 
of what manner of man he was, did not arise 
from the sudden appearance of her Gracious 
Majesty sitting astride the rickety board fence 
across the road and looking at him (as the 
startled hostler seemed to expect, for he gazed 
over enquiringly), but Casey had taken a square, 
full-face look at the coarse female who had 
given him the letters, and that eccentric crea- 
ture with hands on hips and arms akimbo 
was smiling and leering at him with much 
effrontery. It was the irrepressible Felix in 
woman’s clothes, false hair and an old shawl 
over his head and pinned beneath his chin. 
Brief explanations followed, and then the horses 
were hitched up, the blind one in the sulky 
being tied behind the wagon, They drove out 
of the yard, both the aaa 
man in front and the 
woman Ic oking out of 
the rear, smoking 
new clay pipes. 
Three-quarters of a 
mile down the road 
Sampson was seen 
crossing a vacant field, 
and looking more like a Mexican greaser than 
acommon gypsy. In his belt were a revolver 
and a bowie knife, notwithstanding that he had 
in the wagon already a rifle and a shotgua and 
ammupition tonoend. When he asked where 
the others were, Casey fired up and gave him a 
piece of his mind, and made him peel off his 
guns and knives and told him to empty the 
dynamite out of his pockets. 

Sampson was appointed to drive the sulky, 
and of course in untying his horseesaw Felix 
and jogged behind talking to him. 

When drawing near the toll-gate they beheld 
advancing towards them a villainous-looking 
man with full beard, a wide slouch hat and long 
boots, holding a rope in each hand, to which was 
tied a dog, while a third ran at his heels. Telfer’s 
friend, the dog-catcher, had been generous, 
“That 
= lets him 
: - our,” said 
\= Casey good 
\\ humore diy 
| ‘He came 
= down here 
2 early with 
m the dogs.” 
Telfer was 
proudof his 
y mongrels., 

The one 
running 
behind was 
a handsome fellow and he was named Snap 
and allowed to run at large. The other 
two were tied under the wagon. One of 








THE PHILOL OPHER, 







-s. a 
C\SBY BACJUBAGSD OLD TRLFSR. 


‘these was soused in the first creek they 


came to and christened The Philosopher, be- 
cause it was early noticed that he had a fre- 
quent habit of scratching his head in a very 
thoughtful and refiective way. He was en- 
dowed with great mental application, too, for 
though kicked over while in this reflective 
posture he would resume it forthwith as 
though unconscious of interruption. Telfer 
named the other dog Saturday, in honor of the 


tying the dogs, he saw the womanized Felix, 
and said he would go home if there was to be 
any such blamed tom-foolery. 

But Ophelia (fem. of Felix) had too sharpa 
tongue for him and gave him a sound gypsy 
se'ting-out. That wig cost money and was 
not going to be discarded, besides, in theaters 
most actors looked unnatural in wigs, but hav- 
ing asmall head Ophelia could wear one be- | 
comingly. More than that, no gypsy outfit was 
complete without a woman to cook and tell 
fortunes, and as for children, it was intended 
to kidnap a couple along the road. 

Just here Casey got into trouble with a team- 
ster who was driving into town with a load of 
furniture, and the fellow was swearing tre- 
mendously because he had to pull to one side 
and stop. : 

‘**That’s our weakness, boys,” said Casey, his 
voice very, very sad. ‘It'll give us dead away. 
Not one of us can swear back at a fellow the 
way a fellow has a right to expect from 
gypsies,” and he looked from face to face dis- 
approvingly. 

The teamster was swearing still and Casey 
felt in honor bound to say something. “ Shut 
up!” he yelled. ‘‘Close your head or I'll climb 
up there and choke you. I eat men like you 
every night.” The teamster saw a powerful 
gypsy with one foot menacingly placed on the 
dashboard and he drove on, no doubt saying 
that “‘ those fellows are a murderous lot.” 

** Yes, boys,” said Casey, swishing the whip 
away under the trace chains in hopes of finding 
a fresh and tender spot on the off mare’s hide, 
“that’s our weakness. I did the best I could, | 
and not so bad either, but we should have | 
brought Adams along. Now he'd have sworn 
that fellow dizzy in a minute.” Adams was a 
stableman in his employ who swore in much 
the same way as other men whistled at their 
work. 

The party was now actually on the road, but 
the first day was somewhat of a trial trip. 
Rather early in the afternoon they pulled up | 
near the beach not far from Port Union for the | 
night. The horses were tethered and fcd, a fire 
started and Ophelia, assisted by Sampson, got 
supper. Encouraged by Casey, old Telfer made 
a few villainous improvements in his garb, and 
before dusk all had abandoned themselves to 
the rough and ready spirit of gypsy life. After 
& square meal, they sat and smoked by the 
embers of the fire and planned and planned. 

(To be Continued, ) 








A Cool Conversation. 





WHILE ago I was traveling 
from Toronto to at 
Directly in front of me sat | 
two young Jadies whose con- 
versation I found so enter- 
«due taining that I shall record it | 
for the public benefit. One was a Canadian, 
tal), trim as a deer, with a merry, tanned face; | 
the other an English girl, small, neat and | 
rather pussy-like. I decided that the Canadian | 
was motherless and sisterless, for she had a | 
boyish air, imbibed, no doubt, from her 
brothers, and that she ruled her father and 
‘“‘auntie” with the good-humored tyranny of 
an indulged only girl. I am certain Miss | 
Jones, the English girl, never had a brother, | 
she couldn’t be other than sedate and never 
romped in her life. 

The talk turned, first on fancy work, in | 
which Miss Jones was evidently an enthusi- 
ast. Miss Brown confessed without a 
blush that she had never finished a piece in | 
her life, in spite of her auntie’s endeavors. 
Flowers were a greater success, Miss Brown 
descanted on finding ** pitcher plants” in Mus- 
koka, and digging under dead leaves for arbu- 
tus and hepatica; but flowers to Miss Jones 
meant geraniams and such like, I know. 

**Oh, dear Miss Brown, describe your sports 
to me ; you know I have been so short a time 
in Canada,” 

**Do you mean boating, and all that?” 

“Oh, dear, no. I dislike boating exceedingly. 
My sisters and I went out in a sailing boat not 
long since, and they made us sit onthe edge, 
while the other side was away down, dipping 
under water. We were so alarmed.” 

*“* And canoeing or rowing?” witha comical 





day of his discovery, after the example of the | Miss J, slightly shocked—‘“‘ and grasp the side 


rails, The steerer sits at the back. When all 
are ready somebody says, ‘Let ’er go!’ Then 
you fall down through freezing ice-cold air that 
snatches the breath out of your lungs and 
pinches your nostrils together; before you gc t 
over the first gasp you are at the bottom of the 
slide and strike the bump. I never saw a 
toboggan slide yet that hadn’t a bump at the 
foot of it,” with an air of thoughtful con- 
sideration. ‘Then on you go, leaping the hol- 
lows, striking the bumps, and whizz you are at 
the end of the run, and scrambling to your 
feet, for the next party is close behind. Then 
you walk back and do it all over again.” 

** Dear me! and do you find it enjoyable?” 

‘**Enjoyable! Well, I guess I do. We haven’t 
a toboggan of our own, for father thinks a 
bob-sleigh safer.” 

“What is it like?” 

“It is two small sleighs fastened together 
with a long, strong board. The board is fas- 
tened firmly to the hind bob and with a pivot 
to the front bob. The steerer sits in front and 
manages with a pair of ropes as if it were a 
horse——”" Miss J. plainly mystified. ‘Oh, 
we have gay times on our old bob,” she 
laughed gleefully. ‘‘ My brother Harry always 
takes me down alone first to try the hill. He 
has to have ballast, you know. He says he 
wouldn’t mind breaking my neck, but it 
wouldn't do to break some other fellow’s 
sister's neck.” 

The brotherly compliment horrifies the little 
English girl. ‘‘ But I thought you said that a 
—ah—was safer than a toboggan?” she gasped. 

“So it is, but they must find where the 
drifts are, you know. One evening Harry, a 
friend and I went up to Mather’s Hill in 
Rosedale. [tis S-shaped and rather difficult 
to steer around. Wewereto meeta party of 
friends at the other and longer hill. As we 
couldn’t leave Alice alone while we tried the 
hill, she had to go with us. While we were 
two-thirds of the way down we struck a deep 
drift. Harry telescoped, then turned a somer- 
sault ; Alice plunged both feet into the drift 
and [ firmly believe she went clean down to 
mother earth. Harry pulled her out and then 
came to me. I wasn't as lucky as they were. 
I went in head first and put my arms in too. 
He got me out and drew off his mittens to fish 
for the snow that went down the back of my 
neck. He got as much out as he could, and I 
soon warmed up the rest.” 

“Oh, dear! how excessively uncomfortable.” 

**Bless you, n0. Accidents will happen to all 
men and most women. Well, we went on, 
drawing the sleigh till we met the rest of the 
party. They had an accident in that very drift 


| and broke their front bob.” All this was told 


with many smiles and animated gestures. 
“There were two such big girls there that 
night,” she proceeded. ‘Once I sat between 
them, the bigger one behind me and our Harry 
behind her; Jack Harvey was steering. Just 
as we rounded a sharp corner Miss Forman let 
go the railand put her hand on me to steady 
herself. She leaned so heavily I just popped 
out like a bal), and came down with a thump 
on the side of my face. When they reached 
the end of the run Jack Harvey was counting 
poses. ‘ Why. where is Nellie Brown?’ he 
asked. ‘Hal, didn’t your sister come down this 
time?’ Hal said he put me on but supposed I 
had got off again. Miss Forman had recovered 
her balance, and holding her face low to protect 


| it from the wind she hadn’t noticed me fall. 


Wasn’t it funny?” she asked, with a gay laugh. 


| Miss Jones assented doubtfully. 


“*Snow-shoeing is splendid fun ,too, and ice- 


| boating. Oh——” 


But here the brakesman entered shouting: 


| “Jump off Junction, change cars for Tother- 


place ;” of course he didn’t say that, but dear 
knows what he did say. I was sorry the two 
| girls gathered up their things and left, the 
English girl with a firm resolution written even 
on her neat coil of hair, never, never to tempt 
providence by joining in any such dangerous 
pastimes. 
| The day wasso warm and so dusty that I 
| found the subject of conversation delightfully 
cool and refreshing—don't you ? 
Sister Aa, 

P.S.—Don't you think the English girl an ex- 

ception to the rule? 





The Attentive Member. 





smile. 

“Oh, dear Miss Brown, you could not per- 
suade us to enter into one of those little boats ! 
Your winter sports we have read so much 
about—tobogganing.” 

“You know what a toboggan is like?” 

** Oh, yes.” 

“Well, unless the hill is very steep, an 
artificial slide is erected in order to get a 
better start, all sit down, the person in front 
of you sits on your feet, and you return the 
compliment by sitting or the feet of the person 
behind; you put your chin on your knees,”"— 





‘* Was there a good sermon this morning?” 
I don’t know. I was thinking about some- 
eee else atthe time. But my foot went to 
eep.” 





Mechanical Analogy. 
We often find that our little vices naturally 
have a gripe like pincers. 


An Important Point. 
“Is that really a glass eye?” said Maude to 
the optician. 
~ ma’am, 
“ How strange! it is not transparent. How 
does the wearer see through it?” 
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| The Duel at Frog Hollow 


By WILL H. HARBEN. 














! "ficient second, Mr. Robert Thornton Lash, who 


will ac’ fer me,’” 

**No, I'm gwine ac’ for Peter,” interrupted 
Jim. ‘‘I'm his secon’,” 

‘**Dat’s so, scuse me, des er slip er de lip; 
but go on wid de note; seh ter ’im: ‘I ll meet 
you dou‘ fail at the p’inted place. Countin’ de 
way I feel at the present writin,’ I know that 
blood will be let out, I am, suh, yo’ mos’ er. 








white clothes whiter. 





A weather- | ously put his hand into the ‘pocket of his coat 





A balmy summer morning. 
stained cottage in a Georgian town. A ragged 
fence, made half of planks, half of mismated 
pales surrounded a weed-grown yard. A piz- 
pen against the front fence held a hungry in- 
mate, which squealed at every passer-by. A 

ortly, middle n ss smoking a clay pipe, 
ber heavy eyelids half closed over somnolent 
orbs, sat in the cottage doorway, over which 
clambered a purple and pink clematis vine. 
A tall negro slouched down t e sidewalk in 
the sunshine and ope. ‘he ~agging gate 
slowly entered. His head was bound up with 
a blood-stained cotton handkerchief and one of 
his eyes was frightfully swollen. The woman 
did not look up till her husband was before 
her, then she roused herself with a start. 

«De Lawd save us, Peter, whut kin got the 
matter!” she exclaimed. i 

The newcomer did not answer but, stepping 
over the woman’s feet, he passed into the 
cottage, followed by her anxious glance. He 
took a seat near a window and began to rub his 
injured brow with his long black hand. 

*“ What dis, Peter? Have er mule throwed 
yer? Is yer been blowed up wid er blastin 
rock?” : 
Her rapid questions seemed to irritate him. 
ge Heh! se 1” he grunted, turning his broad 

back upon her and closing an eye to test the 
sight of its blearing mate. 

*My!” exclaimed his wife, knocking the 
cold ashes ou’ of her clay pipe into thg palm of 
her hand, from which she emptied them out- 
side the door ; ‘‘ my! watcher.bunged up so fer? 
You look lak er house might er fell in on yer.” 

“T got in er lill’sturbance wid Nelse Pullam, 
said the wounded black, sheepishly; ‘he 
"lowed I tol’ er lie, en I let ’im hat one er my 
Josies in de lef’ jaw. No nigger kin tell me 
open face I lied.” - : 

** En so yer hat er rag’lar fis’ fight ; wall, dat’s 
too bad, but I reckon yer did right, kase de 
ain’t no use’n letten er nigger run dry shod 
over yer. But I hope ter goodness you blooded 
im up wass’n ye’se f, kase ef you didn't Mandy 
isdes boun’en sho ter th’ow it up ter me at 

*chu’ch Sunday.” 

“’'Tain’t end’ yit,” said Peter, waxing a little 
warm over the recollection that by active dodg- 
ing Nelse had come out of the fight without 
any signs of injury to his personal appearance. 
He began to stroke his eye with increasing 
frequency, and blurted out: ‘‘ You des hol 
yer taters en wait—dat’s all—you des wait; ef 

ou don’t yer suppin drap, you ain’t er settin 
te dat cheer; now dis is Peter Brown er 

talkio’.” m 

“* Yer ain’t gwine fight ergin, is yer?” asked 
the woman. ‘‘ Seem lak yer orter hat it out en 
done wid ’fo’ yer stop.” 

**Nelse low we’s in fer er duel lak Marse 
Johnson en Marse Martin is fit las’ mont’,” 
answered Peter, with a b'ending of dignity 
and awe in histone. ‘ He ’low his secum will 
call roun’ op me terreckly en fer me ter be 
ready.” 

“© You don’t seh!” exclaimed Aunt Frances. 
**You gwine fight er reg’lar duel! Well, dat 
do beat de worl’! It'll be fus’ one darkies ever 
hat up in distown. I naver is spec’ ter live ter 
see de day my own husban’ is in er duel. I 
hope en pray w’en dis duel is thoo wid, dat 
Nelse will let you erlone, no matter which one 
kills, or mebby befo’, de’ll b2 er big funerel en 
talk. Whar it gwine tek place?” 

*T don’t know yit.” 

** Kin women folks go?” 

**No,” haughtily; ‘‘ain’t yer got er speck er 
de lill gumption you bo’n wid? You orter 
know nobody is ‘low ter be present on sech 
*casions ‘cep’ de two men en two secums en 
mebby er doctor er two.” 

At this juncture three negroes came hur- 
riedly up to the gate. 

** Hello, Peter,” said the forem 2st one, pant- 
ing as if he had been walking very fast, ** how 
you is?” 

“I'm teler’ble, Jim,” answered Pete, rising 
slowly and going to the door; ‘“‘ won’t yer come 
in en set arwhile?” 

*““No,” said the negro, looking significantly 
at aunt Frances, who still obstructed the door- 
way ; “‘no, I jes’ call ’round ter see you on er lill 
private business. Come out ter de gate.” 

*“*Watcher want?” asked Peter, walking out 
and leaning over the fence. 

** Peter,” began the visitor in a pleading tone, 
** Peter, Nelse Pullam ‘low you en him is in fer 
er duel; en I come ’ight down, kase I want ter 
be yo’ second. Me an’ you is good frien’s, en I 
"low I orter hat it kase I de fus’ one ter ax you. 
I ain’ gotter blame spec’ er use for Nelse kase 
he run ergin me fer deacon in we-all’s chu’'ch, 
en I want ter be wid you w’en yo’ ball lay ’im 
out. Now, kin I hab de place?” 

Peter hung his swollen head between his 
two hands fora moment. A suspicious observer 
might have noted that he was very ili at ease. 

** Watcher seh, Peter?” asked Jim anxiously. 

‘Jim Banks,” said Peter sternly, ‘‘ who tol’ 
yer dat black scrapin er de earth want er fight 
er duel? Who tol’ yer, I seh, who tol’ yer? 
Dat’s all I ax now, who tol’ yer?” 

“TI is yer ‘im myse’f,” answered Jim; “he 
tel Tom Black deh—didn’t he, Tom? didn’t 
Nelse Pullan seh Peter hatter fight or duel er 
back clean out?” 

**Yes, he did, Peter,” spoke up the negro 
addressed, who had been eagerly drinking in 
the conversation with open mouth, “ yes, Jim 
ain't te)lin’ you no lie; Nelse did seh he gwine 
thoo you lak lightnin’ is struck you. I don’t 
wanter mix up in it, but dat’s whut Nelse 
seh |” 

‘*Ef he ever do git in front er my ‘volver,” 
said Peter, obviously buoyed up by the negro's 
reference to Nelse’s cowardice, ‘“‘ef he do, you 
gwine yer suppin drap, dat’s certain !” 

** But, Peter,” urged Jim, looking anxiously 
up the street as if he feared someone else 
would appear to claim the honor of acting as 
Peter's second—‘' but, Peter, you aiu’t le’ me 
know yit kin I be secon’; what’s de use’n 
waitin’? I want ter know so I kin git ready.” 

**I don’t b’lieve Nelse Pullam want no duel,” 
said Peter with perverse evasion, and a shadow 
fell across his disfigured features. ‘‘ Dat nigger 
wouldn’t fight er rabbit.” 

‘** Well,” persisted Jim half despondently, 
“ef de is er duel, kin I be yo’ secon’—des in 
case de is one, dat’s all?” 

** Yes,” said Peter doggedly; *‘ but he won't 
fight now, you see.” 

“Yer come Bob Lash now,” chimed in one of 
the dusky bystanders. Silence fell upon the 
group as a shiny-faced youne darky, dressed in 
a dark suit and a long linen duster, turned the 
corner and strutted down the sidewalk to 
them. ’ 

“Dis is whar Mr. Peter Brown lives, is it 
not ?” he said haughtily. 

**You know rer in my house, Bob Lash,” 
said Peter significantly. ‘* You is been yer at 
dinner time often enough. I reckon I is de 
man you out lookin’ fer. I'm ‘ight yer in my 
own ya‘, en I is been yer fer er hour.” 

‘I wanter see you in private er moment,” 
returned Bob in a very dignified tone ; ‘‘ what 
I is gotter seh is des ’twix’ us.” 

Peter turned toward the house and Bob fol- 
lowed him, 

‘*T'm his secon’,” said Jim. “ Le’me go wid 
you ; Peter may need my 'vice.” 

The dapper darky turned and smiled broadly 
and condescendingly upon the speaker. 

** You mus’ be very ignorant er de code, suh, 
er you wouldn’t s’pose you could be er man’s 
secon’ ‘fo’ his ‘ponent is sen’’im er ‘ficial chal- 
lenge. I hatter repeat dat my affair is wid Mr. 
Peter Brown, en I come ter see ‘im in private,” 

“Dat’s so, Jim,” said one of the bystanders, 
“‘dat’s so, kase he des now come ter fetch de 
dare fum Nelse ; let um go off an’ you wait.” 

Jim and his two followers leaned upon the 
fence while Peter and his caller went into the 





and produced a much-soiled note. 

‘*Mr. Brown,” said he in a declamatory tone, 
**T bab de honor ter fetch you dis munication 
fum my frien’ Mr. Nelson Pallam, regardin’ de 
lill ’*sturbance you en ’im hat up at de ware- 
house w’en you wuz bofe liftin’ at de cotton 
bale. It’s er painful duty, but such things mus’ 
happen sometimes 'twix’ men wid honor.” 

Peter took the note in his trembling hani 
and raised the bandage from his swollen eye. 
He could not read a word, aud yet he scanned 
the sheet critically. Bob was aware of his 
illiteracy, so he waited a moment, then.said : 

“I beg yo’ pardon, suh, but de paper is 
blotted er lill, en I will read it fer you.” 

**Mr. PETER BROWN. 

**Dear Srtr,—Dis yer note will be han’ ter 
you by my bes’ frien’. I now dare you, en 
double dare you ter meet me on de fiel’ er 
battle dis evenin’ at fo’ erclock at Frog Holler, 
close ter de spring. NELSON PULLAM, | 

** Deacon in de Baptis’ Chu’ch in good standin’. 

Peter seemed petrified as he listened to the 
reading of the note. 

“Did Nelse Pullam write dat? Did he? I 
des wanter know ; did he? Dat’s all, did he?” 
he exclaimed in abrupt, staccato sentences. 

‘*I’m sorry ter ’fo'm yer dat dis yer is not 
Nelse Puliam’s han’ writin’. He cayn’t write 
no better'n chicken tracks. Bein’ ez he pint 

me his second, I writ it fer ’im. He didn’t 
know how ter fo’m er challenge ; but long’s I 
wuz wid the duel a mont’, en am er ole 
han’ at sech things, I know decode thoo and 
thoo.” 

**Nelse Pullam’s de triflines’ nigger in dis 
town. I'ma good min’ ter tek er boa’'d en go 
oe deh on split it over his head—dat’s whut 

am!” 

**See yer, Mr. Brown,” protested Bob, ‘‘ dis 
is no way ter transac’ sech business ez dis. Lis 
come fer yer ter ‘cep’ dis challenge er back out, 
one or ter—en hit’s high time I wuz gwine.” 

“Who talkin’ *bout vackin’ out? You er 
fool, mister,” blustered Peter, -as he noted that 
Jim and his companion had approached the 

window on the outside and were eagerly listen- 
ing to the colloquy. ‘* You certney is clean 

one out’n yo’ head if you ‘low I's erfeared er 
Noles Pullam.,” 

** Well, den,” returned Bob, as he drew his 
wrinkled duster round him and stood up, ‘is 
you choose yo’ second?” 

Peter pretended to be too busy with his eye 
to hear him. 

‘** He seh I may be in his secon’! ” Jim shouted 
trom the outside. 

** Well, s\pos: you come in en’range fer de 
fight den, suh,” replied Bob, getting into his 
garb of formality again. ‘I s’pose Mr. Brown 
is er lill upset wid de idea er tellin’ his wife 
good-by fer good. Mebby he do need yo’ vice.” 

Jim entered, followed closely by the two 
others, who slyly sneaked over against the wall 
to escape observation. Bob bowed ostenta- 
tiously to him, who greeted this unexpected 
ceremony with a look of surprise. 

*“T’m mos’ happy ter meet yer,” said the 
former, givingJim hishand. ‘“Itis mo’n likely 
you never tuk part in er fare er honer befo’, en 
may need some lill ’gestions yo'se’f. In Souf 
Ca’lina my ole master use ter get in um mos’ 
every mo’nin’ fo’ breakfus, en he al'ays hat me 
erlong to wipe off his pistols en tote um back 
home he done kilt de man. Sch matters is 
ve'y disagree’ble, but it seem lak de mus’ hap- 
pen sometime, lak sometimes you des 'bleeged 
ter kill er pet pig w’en you is outer hog meat; 
blood is des gotter be spilt en dat end de trou- 
ble. My principal is off in de woods now prac- 
ticin’ wid his volver at er black spot on er tree, 
and des pawin’ de groun’, he’s so mad,” 

Peter was standing before a little cracked 
mirror on the mantelpiece, readjusting for the 
twentieth time the handkerchief about his 
head. Aunt Frances and three other colored 
women had stolen into the adjoining room, and 
were peering through the door-facing, with 
hanging lips and eager eyes. 

**Dey don’t want us in deh,” muttered Aunt 
Frances, with a guttural chuckle, ‘* You folks 
stay yer. I'm gwine in en ax um do dey want 
er drink er col’ well water. Ido hope en pray 
dey'll fix it up so Peter kin fill dat long black 
dog wid buckshot.” 

She waddled into the room, smiling and bow- 
ing profusely to the as:embly. 

**’Scuse me, gen’men, please,” she said ; ‘“‘I 
des ’trude mysef ter ax you will anybody ’fresh 
yo'’sef wid er dipper er cool well water while 
you is waitin’?” 

They all declined her invitation, and Peter, 
evidently relieved by her entrance, turned 
round and said : 

‘* Frances, what I is tol’ yer time en ergin tell 
I is done tired out—not er’sturd me w’en I is 
busy?” 

Without a word in reply, Aunt Frances wad- 
dled has‘ily from the room and joined her 
friends, 

“Well, Mr, Banks,” said Bob to Jim, as he 
coolly flicked a bit of ashes from his sleeve, ‘I 
spose it in order now fer you en me to ‘plete de 
’liminaries ter give dese two defended men er 
chance fer destitution. It is fer y’ all ter ’cide. 
Is it ter be er fight er er backout ?” 

“Fight!” answered Jim cautiously, em- 
boldened by the knowledge of his own immu- 
nity from danger. ‘‘ De ain’t no backdown in 
dis house. Ef de is, I don’t know my bes’ fr'en’. 
Peter Brown ’u'd fight er buzz saw—now you 
yerer talkin’. I'll write denote. Peter, is you 
gotter pen en ink handy?” 

Peter was silent, but Aunt Frances cried out 
from the adjoining room : 

“Tl git um, Jim,” and she bustled in, pro- 
ducing the writing materials and placing them 
upon a table, remarking as she did so: “Jim 
Banks, tell that black-livered skunk, Nelse 
Pullam, he better git ready ter hab silber put 
on his eyes.’ 

“ Frances,” called out Peter, in a forced tone 
of anger, from the window, *‘ whut I done tol’ 
yer? WhatI done tol’ yer’bout you open yo’ 
mouf a’lays at the wronges’ time?” 

She bustled out in haste, and Jim seated him. 
self to write an acceptance of the challenge. 

** Whut I mus’ tell im, Peter?” he asked. 

Peter was stretching his neck out of the win- 
dow and did not appear to hear the question. 
Jim sat expectant, with his eyes fixed on his 
friend’s mute, bent back, and allowed his 
moth to fall ajar. The silence became awk- 
ward. Jim dipped the pen well down into the 
ink, stirring up the sediment in the bottom of 
the bottle. 

“I b'lieve on my soul,” said Peter, in half 
listless, half indignant tone, “I do b'lieve er 
hog is got in my turnip patch ; deis some er de 
beatenes in dis yer town lever seed. I’m er 
good min’ ter tek down my gun en kill one or 
two des fer spite.” 

Bob Lash put on a semblance of disgust. 

‘**T’m sho gittin’ out er all patience wid you 
ge’men,” he said ; “dis de fus’ time I ever wit- 
ness sech perceedin’s,” He stood up, buttoning 
his flabby duster and swinging his hat and cane 
in his bands, 

“ Peter,” pleaded Jim, “‘suppen hatter be 
done ; you ain’t er gwine ter back down?” 

“ Who seh I gwine back do vn?” asked Peter, 
jerking the bandage from his head and pre- 
tending to roll up his sleeves. 

** Nobody ain’t seh you gwine back down,” 
said Bobas he shifted afresh cigar into the 
corner of his mouth and closed an eye to keep 
out the smoke. He shru his shoulders 
and then said to Jim: ‘‘Well, dat’s all I want; 
f. all see Mr. Brown is ‘cep’ my frien’s chal- 

enge, en all you is gotter do now, Mr. Banks, 
is ter write de note.” 

** What mus’ I write?” asked Jim. 

Bob ) ee at his cigar a moment, then he 
dictated and Jim wrote: 

*** Mr, Nelson Pullam, colored deacon in de 


cottage. Aunt Frances had slipped away to | big Bethel Church: Dear Suh—Dis will be han’ 


impart the exciting news to some near neigh- 
bors, and the men were alone, - 
Seating himself, Bob coolly and ostentati- 


ter you by my friend,—no hol’ up—dat won’t do, 
kase I gwine tek it myse’f ter save time. Go 
on: ‘Dis will be han’ ter you by yo’ frien’ en 
























bedient servant !|——’” 

‘ Peter,” broke in Aunt Frances indignantly 
from her point of observation, ‘‘ don’t you sen’ 
no sech er note ter dat stinkin’ Nelse Pullam— 
‘erbedient servant!’” 


honor er bid you ae day, suh ; we’ll meet you 
in de holler; en less’n de sheriff git dis in de 


Peter seemed roused by the sudden idea that 
the officers of the law might interfere, and he 
said to Bob, who now stood bowing in the door: 

‘** You tell Nelse Pullam I'll be on han’ early, 


’” 


I'm al'ays ready fer his kin’. 


At four o'clock the shady spot on the edge of 


the town called Frog Hollow held a‘ peculiar 
gathering. Colored people of all shades, ages 
and sizes hung around among the trees in 
whispering, speculating groups. Even a few 
red and blue gowns of women brightened the 
green background in the extreme edge of the 
oS Peter and Jim sat on a fallen tree, and 
about fifty yards from them, on a stone, sat 
Nelse Pullam, a big revolver cocked ready in 
his hand. Bob Lash stood at his side, looking 
more important than ever and emitting per- 
petual clouds of cigar smoke. 

** How you feel, Nelse?” he asked, looking at 
an old brass watch and then glancing up at the 
sun. 

“Oh, I’m game ernovgh; you kin bet on 
dat,” said the ebon knight, shudderiug and 
looking over his shoulder furtively as a sudden 
breeze stirred a bush behind him. ‘‘I ain’t er 
feared er no man dat ever seed de light er day.” 

** Well,” said Bob, *‘ I reckon it er about time 
meen Jim is medger off de paces. No usein 
waitin’, Solong!” 

As the two seconds advanced midway .be- 
tween the two so called duellists and began to 
— off the ground, every negro in view 
dodged out of sight behind a tree or stump. 

Bob walked j auntily over to Nelse. 

** All ready, Nelse,” he said. ‘‘Come on en 
tek yo stan’,” 

** Who tek what stan’?” asked Nelse. ‘‘ Look 
yer, Bob, ef dat black nigger des dair—des dare 
ter come yer wharI -is, 1 gwine put er ball in 
‘im. Now, you yerme! I'm er gwineter set 
ight yer on dis rock, en ef he come—well, you 
des ere eye open, dat’s all!” 

Jim had gone over to Peter and notified him 
that all was in readiness. Peter did not rise. 

** You er fool, Jim Banks, ef you ‘low I gwine 
out’n my way ter blige Nelse Pullam. e’s de 
one dat sen’ de challenge. I'm yer; en I’d des 
lak ter see ’im er anybody else make me move, 
See dat rock deh?” pas toa stone weigh- 
ing about five pounds; 
dare ter come nigh me, I 11 sen’ it at his head, 
I wouldn’t even cock dis pistol.” 

“Shuh!” grunted Jim, disappointedly, and 
he turned away to meet B 
Nelse. 

‘* My man’s er lill tired wid de walk over yer,’ 


remarked Bb indifferently. ‘I reckon we 


better wait er ill while on ‘im.” 

“Peter say he hain’t quite ready yet,” re- 
turned Jim, mashing a troublesome mosquito 
on his cheek. 

“Ter tell you de trufe, dough, Peter is er 
stric’chu’ch member, en I ’clare I b'lieve Peter 
think it wrong ter kill Nelse, but he’s er makin’ 
up his min’ es fas’ ez er dog kin trot. He'll be 
ready in er minute; des now he look lak he 
wuz prayin’ ter de Lawd ter tek Nelse’s soul in 
han’.” 

Both men were awkwardly silent for a mo- 
ment as they looked offover the tops o! the 
trees where a few buzzards were circling to- 
— the earth. The pause was ceded by 

ob. 

‘* Look-y yer, Jim,” he ventured in a confi- 
dential, experimental tone. ‘‘I like Peter 
Brown en he’s gotter nice woman fer er wife— 
seem lak iter pity ter have his funeral ter- 
morrer ; he’s er man ’at might live fifty years 
yit ef he let erlone.” 

** Dat des ’xactly de way I feel bout Nese,” 
said Jim, with a cunning twinkle in his eye; 
‘**he’s er lill bragsome en bull heady, but he’s 
er nice feller, tek im all in all.” 

“I wuz des er studyin’,” went on Bob, 
‘*whut’s de use er dese fellers shootin’ one 
ernurr? Whyn’t meen you des ez well tek de 
balls out’n de pistols? Ef dey don’t know no 
diffunce, it all de same,” 

**Dat’s er mighty good plan,” acquiesced the 
other with a face-marring grin, ‘‘en den de 
wouldn’t besech er likeliness er stray balls er 
flippin’ roun’ us; no tellin’ how blamed crooked 
dese darkies might shoot ef dey once gct 
started.” 

Accordingly the two seconds sat down out of 
sight of their two friends, andin afew mo- 
ments they had picked the balls from the cart 
ridges, 

** Now dey’ll do,” chuckled Bob; “‘ dey’ll mek 
des de same fus’ en dey won't be er bit er harm 
done. Now, Jim, I’m gwine hat dis duel er me 
‘n’ ycu kin tek it up; what yer seh?” 

‘“*I m wid yer,” said Jim, and both of the men 


hastened to their principals. But no persuasion | 


could induce the offended men to rise from 
their respective seats. At last the spectators 
began to venture nearer and nearer till a dozen 
or more stood around, indulging in raillery 
over the evident cowardice of the ones most 
concerned. 

**Dis won’t never do,” said Bob to Jim, in an 
under tone ; “de whole town is gwine be iaugh- 
in’ over dis; suppose we tell um de ain’t no 
loads in de pistols, seem lak it de onlies’ way 
now. 

Jim consented and both returned to their 
men. 

‘** Peter,” said Jim to his sulky friendina 
whisp>r, ‘‘I wanter tell you suppen, en it 
mus’n’t go er step furder: me en Bob Lash is 
tuk all de balls out’n de ’volvers so de cayn’t be 
nobody hu’t, en we is want some show of fi zht- 
in’ ter go off yer ter day, kase de whole town ’I1 
be er-laughin’ en seh y'all bofe back down. 
Don't yer see (drawing a blank cartridge from 
the revolver), don’t yer see it all ight ? 

Peter pretended not to have heard Jim’s re- 
mark. He rose to his feet hastily, grasping the 
revolver. 

** Who seh I gwine back out?” he asked ina 
thunderous voice ; ‘‘ who dare ter tell me dat 
in my face? I'm ready en er-waitin’; show me 
whar ter stan’,” 

Nelse Pullam was alsoon his feet and ad- 
vancing toward the selected spot. The aston- 
ished spectators scattered like the fragments 
of an exploded shell. 

‘*Hurry up en git ready,” said Nelse, drawing 
himself up to his full height and lightly toying 
with his revolver, as he stood, his right foot 
placed in front of his left. “*‘ Hurry up, I want 
dis done wid ; it mos’ sundown now.” 

“Now,” said Jim, ‘‘w’en we count three, 
bofe mus’ wheel roun’ ez he ken en ’gin ter 
shoot, en shoot tell de las’ ball out’en de pistols 
ef he be able ter pull de trigger.” 

“TI objec’,” protested Bo»; “‘ dat ain't ’cordin’ 
ter de code; you mus’ bofe des fire one shot 
erpiece, and den hole up ter see ef damage is 
been done er anybody is prepared ter ’pologize.” 

Nelse grunted in profound derision, and 
Peter echoed the grunt with increased reson- 
ance, 

**Hol’ up,” said Jim, ‘‘I mus’ speak ter you 
in private, Bob.” 

he two seconds walked a few paces away 
together. 

Don’t yer see?” said discerning Jim in a 
perturbed whisper; ‘don’t yer see dat all de 
shots mus’ be fired or somebody might get er 
hol’ er de pistols atter it over en find out dey is 
blank loads?” 

“*Dat’s or fac’,” answered Bob, “you is right.” 
Then aloud to the others : 

“Gen' men, de ‘gestion er my brer secon’ is er 
lill out de reg’iar run, but ez you bofe is so bent 
on blood, we is’cide’at you mus’ shoot all de 


** Dat’s all ight, Miz Brown,” said Bob, as he 
folded the note and moved toward the door ; it 
des er lill matter er style, lak quality people 
do.” Then to Peter: ‘‘Mr. Brown, I have de 


win’, we'll hab saterfaction 'fo’ de day is troo,” 


“ef Nelse Pullam des 


ob, who was leaving 
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balls des ez you like. You kin tek yo’ time er 
you kin pop um off lak er pack er fire-crackers.” 

The make-believe duellists began to quiver 
anew, but they held their revolvers out at 
arm's length in front of them and got ready to 
wheel round at the signal. 

** W’en I git ter three,” said Bob, ‘‘ wheel en 
goatit. Now: One! Two! Three!” 

They turned and began to fire. Nelse’s re- 
volver cracked five times, but Peter in his 
agitation managed to explode but one shell. 

“ Hol’ up!” cried Bob, and the smoke rose, 
‘“*Now it seem dat Mr, Brown is got fo’ shots 
lef’; en’cordin’ ter de code he is got er right ter 
shoot um all in my man. So far it look lak 
nobody ain’t hu’t, but I boun’ yer dem trees out 
deh is got many er load inum. Now de ’fair 
res’ ’twix’ you two, en ef you kin mek saterfac- 
tion dout any mo’ smoke en blood oll well en 
good ; ez fer my part I think bofe you men is 
sho dat you is brave fum de wud g».” 

Peter raised his revolver majestically and 
rested it upon the branch of a bush in a direct 
aim at his opponent’s broad breast. 

‘“‘Nelse Pullam,” said he in a deep, thrilling 
tone, ‘‘Ilis got fo’ mo’ balls lef’; is you now. 
willin’, wid death en 'struction in yo’ face, ter 
*trac’ whut you seh ter me w’en you ‘low I is er 
liar?” 

Nelse folded his arms calmly, and looking 
round upon the sun-lighted spot and up at the 
sky as if he were bidding farewell to earth, 
ahs “Seem lak I'm yo’ meat; I reckon I kin 
die lak er man; le’me hat ’im yer,” putting his 
broad hand grandly upon his breast. 

“‘T is got fo’ mo’ shots lef’,” threatened Peter 
slowly, keeping a ante aim at Nelse and 
humping his shoulders by way of emphasis. 
“Is I er liar or not?” 

**Let um come,” said Nelse, closing his eyes, 

‘*Sholy, gem’men, dis kin be settle’,” inter- 

sed b. ‘“ You is bofe game, en hit do 
seem er burnin’ shame ter hat one er sech two 
fine men laid out erbout er lill matter. Cayn’t 
suppen be done?” 

‘tT is got fo’ mo’ ball: lef,” repeated Peter, 
looking along the barrel of his revolver, after 
he had spit upon his hand to take a fresh hold 
of the handle. 

‘*I don’t keer ef you gotter whole houseful er 
um,” said Nelse. ‘‘ Yer won’t see me 
down, Peter Brown; yer des let um come; I 
got my whack at you en miss, kase I been 
smokin’ too much ; now you do de same,” 

“Let ’im off dis time, Peter,” advised Jim ; i 

“shoot the shots off in the air like white folks 
does,” 
As if thankful for the suggestion, Peter 
slowly, magnanimously raised his revolver over 
his head, and bang! bang! bang! bang! went 
his blank cartridges. . 

‘* Now, dat’s er brave thing!” approved Bob. 
‘* Now shek han’s lak men ; I fer one is glad dis 
is settle’.” 

The two armed men threw down their 
weapons, and in an instant they were warmly 
shaking hands and laughing. 

‘* Peter Brown, I ‘low I is er brave man,” said 
Nelse as they walked away followed by a 
| motley procession of admirers, 

‘* Yes, dat’s so,” admitted Peter, ‘‘en I low I 
| is, too; I didn’t feel er single shiver thoo de 
whole battle.”—Short Stories. 





Well Stamped. 


Editor—Johnnie, di¢ any stamps come with 
that poem of Howler's this morning? 

Boy— Yes, sir; three two-cent ones. 

Editor—Then run and get me a beer and a 
pretzel; after that you can carry the poem 
back to him, 





A Cunning Man. 
Trotter—Had your vacation yet ? 
Barlow—Yes; but I'm going to have a fort- 
night of malaria later. 
—_—__+o—-——_—_—_—_——"" 


A Wise Maid, 


Grace—I don’t believe in long engagements. 
Rosalie—I don’t know about that. They're 
better than none at all. 








The Kind That Would Suit Her, 


Peddler—Would yon like to buy a motto, 
God Bless Ocr Home? 

Mrs. Small (who keeps boarders) —No; but if 
you have any reading Curb Your Appetite, Eat 
in Moderation, or Gluttony is a Sin, I'll take 
half a dozen. 








The Beginning of an Unpleasantness. 


‘The scriptural injunction, my dear,” eaid 
Mr. Carraway as he tried to eat some of his 
wife's bread, “is, Cast your bread on the waters. 
I fear this bread was cast in an iron foundry. » 
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LACROSSE STICKS 
Athletic Requisites of All Kinds 


Sold at reasonable prices. Special discount to clubs. 


FRANK §, TAGGART & 60, 


89 King St. West, Toronto 





Have you everything ready for 
TRIP? Wehavea ‘' power” of goods in GUNS, RIFLES 
and accessories that are worthy your attention. 

If you use our LOADED AMMUNITION -your shoot- 
ing will improve 20 per cent. 


H. P. DAVIES & CO. 


colored goods brighter. 


flannel softer. 


SAVES boiling or scalding the clothes. 
that hard rubbing of clothes. 


nuisance of that 


house on wash day. 
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DEAR SPORTSMAN! 





your SHOOTING 


81 YONGE STREET 
TORONTO 





Photos on Opal 


ARTISTIC 
Photos in Black 
and White, mat 
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BEAUTIFUL 
Steel Engraving 
Effect 


WALKER 


147 Yonge Street 





A Reaction, 


Briggs—That was a bad mistake Pringle 
made, wasn’t it, of marrying a girl who made 
all her own gowns? 

ey oh Sy , [should think she would make 
just the right kind of a wife. 

Briggs—Not much. The first week after they 
were married she opened accounts with three 
dressmakers. 


—__—————_— 


Magnificent New Vestibule Pullman Sleepers, 
Toronto to New York. 


The Erie Railway have had the Pullman 
Palace Car Company build two of the finest 
Pullman sleepers that ever run between To- 
ronto and New York. Every person who ever 
traveled in a Pullman sleeper will agree with 
us their equal cannot be found for convenience 
and comfort. The interior of these cars are 
handsomely decorated and lighted with all the 
latest improvements, such as pintsch gas and 
finished in gold plush, drawing-room with 
annex, ladies’ toilet-room with double wash- 
room, with portiers, hot and cold water, and a 
well stocked buffa in every sleeper. The scen- 
ery along this pictu ue route cannot. bs 

ualled in the tern States. By travelin 
via this great route you avoid being smothe 
in soft coal cinders and dust along the road, as 
they burn nothing but hard Every foot 
of the road is stone ballast. You must algo re- 
member this is also a double track road. The 
above sleepers leave Toronto at 4.55 p.m., daily, 
except Sundays, 








WE WILL SEND 
absolutely FREE fos 
three months one of the best 


On this figure. 
Enclose 9 cente to pay for 
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Mention Saturday Night. Help, Bowmanville, Ont. 


For 6 ote. in stamps you can learn 
how to cure it without k ife or 5 
( ANCER Mention Saturday Night and 


STOTT & JURY, Bowmanville, Ont. 


The Canada 
Sugar Refining Co. 


(Limited) MONTREAL 


MANUFACTURERS OF ReFINED SuGARS OF THE WELL-KNOWN 
BRAND 








OF THE HIGHEST QUALITY AND PURITY 
Made by the Latest Processes, and Newest and Best Ma- 
chinery, not surpassed anywhere. 


LUMP SUGAR 


In 50 and 100 Ib. boxes. 


“CROWN” Granulated 


Brand, the finest which can be made. 


Special 
EXTRA GRANULATED 


Very Superior Quality. 


CREAM SUGARS 


(Not dried). 


YELLOW SUGARS 


Of all Grades and Standards. 


SYRUPS 


Of all Grades in Barrels and half Barrels. 


SOLE MAKERS 


Of high olags Syrups in Tins, 2 Ibs. and 8 Ib. each. 
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At the Farmhouse. 


Written for Saturday Night by Isabel Campbell 


Helen Crawford was working busily at her 
sewing-machine. The room in which she sat 
was but ecantily furnished, having only a 
couple of chairs, a plain deal table and a light 
colored pine bedstead with a few other articles 
of the poorest description, to make its poverty 
even more apparent than emptiness would 
have done, A small cupboard was built in the 
wall, and was the receptacle for some crockery 
and cooking utensils whose scarcity showed 
that the supplies of this household were the 
reverse of extensive. 

The fire in the little box stove had burnt so 
low that it had ceased to yield any,heat, but it 
was not replenished because the price of wocd 
made rigid economy a necessity. 

A stack of white clothing lay finished ready 
to be driven back next day, and as the worker 
oiled her machine to make it go more noise- 
lessly, she cast an anxious glance at a crib that 
s within :each of her foot. But she need 
not have been afraid of waking the tiny 
occupant. Baby Nell was enjoying the pro- 
foundly deep sleep of a tired intant, and it 
would have taken much more than the noise 
of even a rasping machine to have disturbed 
her slumber. 

Helen herself wasSvery weary, for she had 
been working all day with unusual steadiness 
because there were many urgent calls for the 
small amount of money which came to her as 
the result of her constant labor. 

She sewed at a little dress until all the inser- 
tion was set in and nearly all the dainty tucks 
made, then she let the nainsook fall into her 
me in a fleecy mass and rested her head on her 

and, 

*Tt’s fortunate I have little more to do to- 
night,” she murmured, ‘for I’m quite fagged 
out. I mustn’t get sick—oh, I must not! I be- 
ieve I'm weak for food, for I couldn’t eat any 
supper.” 

he threw a few bits of kindling into the 
stove and put on her kettle to boil in order to 
make tome tea—a woman's sovereign remedy 
for weariness, As she did soa light tap came 
= her door, and it opened gently, admitting a 


y. 

*“Oh, Miss Berry, I’m so glad to see you! 
Sit down. But how are you out so late alone?” 

And Helen drew forward the only rocking- 
chair in the room for her visitor. 

“ Yes, itis late; but 'mnotalone, At least, 
my brother Jack is not far off. He wanted to 
see young Joice, and I thought it would bea 
good chance for metosee you, too. And I’m 
ees I came, for really, Mrs. Crawford, you 

ook ready todrop! Is anything the matter?” 

*Oh, no! I don’t think to. I hope not,” said 
Helen, sitting down, while a faint, dizzy feel- 
ing passed over her. ‘‘I have been rather busy 
to-day, but am going to stop now.” 

‘Stop! Ishould hope so!” said Miss Berry 
energetically. ‘Helen, you are worked to 
death. You must rest!” 

‘“*Rest!” Helen said, with a short laugh. 
** How can I do that, Mies Berry?” 

** You need rest and entire freedom from all 
anxiety. You should go away from the city 
for a while.” 

Helen looked at her visitor in startled alarm. 
Had Miss Berry gone out of her mind? 

**You know, of course,” she said, after a 
moment's pause, “that for me a holiday is be- 
yond the bounds of pc ne 

**No, I don’t. Helen, you know how neces- 
sary it is for you to keep well for baby’s sake. 
Now, if I can provide the means, find a suitable 
home and supply the requisite wardrobe for 
yourself and the child, without your incurring 
any expense, will you accept the help?’ 

Helen Crawford flushed and paled and did not 
answer at first. Then she turned to her friend, 
and although there were tears in her large 
gray eyes her face wore a look of lofty sweet- 
ness. 

‘*T would not dare to reject such kindness, 
Yee, Miss Berry, I will take advantage of your 
offer with gratitude.” 

“That’s a dear, sensible woman! I will 
appeal at once for assistance from the Fresh 
Air Fund and I[ know they will respond to such 
a justifiable demand. So as soon as we can 
arrange it you and wee Nell shall be reveling 
in the fresh air of the country. That's Jack's 
step on the stairs. Good night, dear, ani go 
right to bed.” 

And that was how, before the end of the 
week, Helen Crawford and her little girl came 
to be members of Farmer McEwen’s household 
at Glennora. 

Helen was very happy, and as time went on 
her visit was extended at the urgent request of 
her hosts, for the mere anticipation of losing 
her and Baby Nell, who had become a great 
favorite, filled them with grief and dismay. 

Mrs. Crawford had completely captivated 
Mre. McEwen by the aptitude she had dis- 
played for household matters, while the lace 
caps which she had made for her “‘ out of noth- 
ing,” the wonderful drawn work with which 
she had adorned afternoon aprons, and the 
white figured vests which her deft fingers had 
fitted for her hutband still more won her 
favor. 

The universal kindness and appreciation 
shown to her child appealed most directly to 
the mother’s heart, and perhaps the peculiar 
regard which Helen felt for young Rupert Mc- 
Ewen began in that way, for he lost no time in 
entering that path, In fact, he was Nell's 
most obedient slave—her horse, her dog, or 
whatever member of her imaginary menagerie 
she chose to have represented by him. ow- 
ever that may have been at first, it was true 
that Helen had come to look upon him now 
and to think of him in a very different way 
from that in which she thought of his parents, 
although to think of them was to love them. 

Rupert had walked over from the orchard 
one morning, and with a rake over his shoulder 
and a trowel in his hand stood by the gate 
talking to his mother, and Helen Crawford 
was the subject of their conversation. : 

**She always makes the bread now, and it’s 
the best I ever tasted, and you know, my lad, 
there is a knack about making ;orridge like 
she does that can’t be learned. Ah, laddie, if 
she were your wife now you would never have 
to say that the biscuits were not so good as 
your mother’s!” 

Rupert laughed. ‘ 

*“ And would that please you, mother ? 

“Of course it would! would always be 
worried and vexed if you had to eat sour bread 
or badly cooked oatmeal or vegetables.” 

‘** But, mother—you seem to think it quite 
possible that Helen would be my wife for the 
asking.” 

“Dol? Well, suppose you do ask her, and 
then you can tell for certain.” 

At that moment Helen came round the 
house and up to where they stood. She wore a 
very simple dress of navy blue serge, and the 
breeze had ruffled the wavy coil of her golden 
hair, for she was bareheaded. Her manner 
waa rather excited and troubled. 

**] can’t find Nell,” she said, with a nervous 
laugh. ‘She has strayed beyond the reach of 


my voice, 

* On, don’t be frightened, Mrs. Crawford !’ 
said Rupert reassuringly. ‘‘The wells are all 
covered and there are no dangerous places 
around. I'll find the little runaway.” 

And he strode off in one direction while 
Helen went in another, and Mre, McEwen 
hurried away in a third. 

Before long Rupert reappeared coming from 
a stable and Nell was on his shoulder :ubbing 
her ae and laughing over into his face as he 


talked to her. 
“ There abe is, Mrs. Crawford,” he said, as 


Hel me towards them, “quite safe and 
mach rafreabed by a short a and he lifted 
her down to her mother. 

“ She was fast asleep in a bundle of hay when 
I found! her, while the gray mare was regarding 
h ve curiosity. : 

Thanks, Mr. Rupert, you are so kind,” said 
eles as = tops the wisps of hay from 

ll’s tan, curls, 

‘ Have to thanked Mr, Rupert, darling?” 

“Oh, yes, mamma, and gave him a kiss! 
Won't you too, ? 


No Chance for Late Comers, 





iy 


Guest— What do you have green corn on the bill for if you can’t serve it ? 


Waiter—See dat gent wiv d’ two monnyments ‘longside him ? 


Guest— Yes, 
Waiter— Well, dem’s cobs.— Puck. 





But just then the wisps of hay seemed very 
refractory, and needed all Helen’s attention; 
and when she stood erect again, her color was 
much dee per than even her previous stooping 
posture could account for. 

As Rupert again shouldered his rake and 
walked down the garden path, he smiled and 
thought of that blush, wondering if it presaged 
any good to him. For, be it known, Rupert 
McEwen was —,, in love with Helen Craw- 
ford, and the possibility that he might make 
her his wife filled him with overwhelming joy. 
The young farmer knew that he had many ad- 
vantages tooffer. He knew that she was now 
in his mother’s house because she had no home 
of her own, save the humble and precarious one 
that she might win by her own exertion, and 
that the time had come to her when she had 
feared that she could no longer make thax exer- 
tion. He realized with horror and despair how 
poor she was; how hard had been the demands 
made upon her, and he longed with all a man’s 
strength and a lover's intensity to cast aside 
those irksome bonds. But did she love him? 
Was she willing to marry him?—to place her 
precious child, as well as herself, in his keep- 
ing. It was with alternate hope and fear that 
Rupert recalled many words and looks of hers 
when they had spoken together. 

Helen carried her little girl to their own 


room. 

“ Oh, Nell, what have you done?” she cried, 
lacing the baby on the and burying her 
ace in the little one’s neck. 

** What is it, mamma dear? Didn’t you want 

to kiss Rupert? Don’t you love him, mamma?” 

Her mother covered the too candid lips with 
her hand. 

** Hush, dearie,” she said, and took up some 
work from a table and began tosew. But she 
soon let it drop, and clasped her hands to- 
gether. 

** I must go,” she said to herself, ‘‘ must leave | 
this happy home—alas, must tear my baby 
away ! r am well now and strong. I am ready 
to go back to drudgery and I will, ever thank- 
ful for this bright spot in my life! I will go, 
however they resent or misjudge my doing so.” 

So, when Helen told her friends next day of 
her determination to return at once to Toronto, 
she withstood all their objections and en- 
treaties, and stood firm, although much dis- 
tressed at seeming to oppose them without | 
cause. | 

That evening she had agreed to go with | 
Rupert for a short stroll before tea, and went 
to the house to get wraps for herself and Nell. 
When she was gone the child ran down to the 
garden gate, and when Rupert looked after her 
he saw her talking to a man who had but then 
come up. The young farmer followed and 
reached the gate just as she, rather shyly, 
went towards the stranger, who was holding 
out his hand to her. 

Rupert saw that the man was weak and 
worn ; that his eyes were sunken and his face 
emaciated. He opened the gate. 

‘You look ill,’ he said. “I will get you | 
some wine. Come, Nell.” 

The man came in and walked after them. 

** Neil— Nell Crawford,” he repeated. 

‘*The chila’s name seems to interest you.” 

**Yes, and the child herself. I am her 
father.” 

And as Rupert McEwen looked at the speaker 
in speechless wonder, Helen came from the | 
house with a shawl wrapped around her. As 
she drew near every vestige of color disap- 
peared from her face, and she stood still, like 
one turned to stone. 

*“*T have come back, Helen. Naturally, you 
are not glad to see me,” said the stranger. 

‘* No,” she said presently, and her voice was 
dry and cold. ‘Naturally, Iam not glad to | 
see you. Having gone as you did, why have | 
you come back?” 

‘*I scarcely know. Perhaps to see the child.” 

Helen’s lip curled with scorn, and Rupert, 
standing by, motionless and white, thought he 
had never before seen a woman look so hard 
and severe. ; 

“After two years of desertion,” she said 
bitterly, ‘‘one might suppose that the edge | 
had worn off your grief for the separation.” 

‘It hasn't,” he replied Sey: “ Will 
you come here, little one? aren iss me?” 

Nell was gazing very seriously at the sick 
man. Why was her mamma so cross to him, 
she wondered—her gentle, sweet mamma, 

She paused a moment, then walked over to | 
the bench. ; 

**I think I will,” she said very deliberately, | 
“*since you asked me. Some people kiss me 
without asking.” 

And she raised her soft, dewy lips to his. 

“Thank you, my dear!” he said, then turned | 
to Rupert. 

“Yous 
am faint.’ 

And as the young man left them on this 
errand, the unv elcome guest, looking up to the 
wife he had so injured, spoke these words to 
her and she recognized the fact that the weak, 
whispering tones would not lop be heard in 
this world, 

‘Helen, since ever [ married you I have | 
brought you only grief, but now I am going to 
give you one thing that you may value—your 
freedom. Iam dying.” 

Helen Crawford looked at him in silence, then 
she took her child's hand in her own and laid 
them in his. 

** You have wronged us both,” she said, *‘ but 








ke of wine. Please get me some, I 


| romantic and fond of meditation. 


| and taste very crude; constancy excellent and temper 





if our pardon can make you die more tranquilly, 
it is yours.” 

Mrs.. McEwen's kind and hospitable heart 
was at once moved at the sight of suffering; 
she threw open a spare room at once to the sic 
man who had come to her door, and there he 
died, nursed by her with the tenderest 
humanity. 

It was onthe first night of his return that 
Rurgert said to Helen, as they stood together 
by a window: 

“When you came here, Helen, they told my 
mother you were a widow, and this evening, 
a very evening, I meant to ask you to be my 
wife!” 

“ Ah, but I would have said ‘no’— You know 


why now.” 

But tell me, is that the only reason?” 

She raised her eyes to his, with ali her varied 
emotions burning in them, and put out her 


° 


“Do not ask me that just row,” she said 
gently, ‘‘ not now!” 

Helen Crawford did not wear widow's weeds 
nor dress her child in meaningless black, nor 
did she leave the house at Glennora, for when, 
some months after her husband’s death, Rupert 
McEwen begged her to be its young mistress 
and his mother’s daughter, abe ave him a 
peacefu!, happy smile of content and remained. 








Correspondence Coupon. 


The above coupon must accompany every grapho- 
logical study sent in. The Editor requests ocorres- 
pondents to observe the following rules: 1. Graphological 
studies must consist of at least six lines of original matter, 
including several capital letters. 2. Letters will be an- 
swered in their order, unless under unusual circumstances. 
Correspondents need not take up their own and the editor's 
time by writing reminders and requeste for haste. 3. Quo- 
tations, scraps or postal cards are not studied. 4. Please 
addrese Oorrespondence Column. Enclosures unlese ac- 
companied by coupons are not studied. 


Cyrus —I shall always be glad to hear from you, though 
I won't call you my ‘‘ paper child.” I have no maternal in- 
stincte whatever. I cannot delineate backhand. 


Grapus — Springtime’s study was in direct violation of 
rule 3. Ag only one coupon was enclosed, I presume you 
wisbed his wriving to be studied and not your own 

£usan S.—Tenacity, ideality, some se'f-assertion, but 
rather a lack cf eelf-reliance. Most of the tendencies are 
elevated and refined. Oare is good, but judgment defect- 
ive and effort not sustained. 


SKALLAGRIN.—Good business methods, correct judgment, 
rather a fondness for comfort, excellent discretior , amount- 
ing to reserve or seoretiveness, amiable temper, seif-con- 
trol, taste and ability are shown. 

Winpy Crry.—Tempersome and hasty, slightly careless, 
cautious but candid, sometimes abrupt, with ri fined feel- 
ing and plenty of nervous energy, probably true to certain 
ideale, constant in affections and not over self-reliant. 

Kxeric.—This is the writing of a busy person, full of life 
and energv, self-indulgent, indifferent to a of the con- 
ventionalities, erraiic in fancy, rather ambitious, self- 
willed, fond .f company and dispceed to stay on life’s 
sunny side. 

Brown, Stratford.—A bright, clever and pleasure-lov- 
ing nature, fond: f amusement, slight!y wilful, but con- 
stant and content; sometimes too communicative. but 
never spiteful, with plenty of energy and decided taste for 
pretty things. 

Hore Haysesp.—Your first name is very appropriate. 
You are slightly romantic, very independent, rather clever 
and amiable, but a little lazy and apt to be indifferent in 
small matters ; you have some peculiar ideas, good taste, 
high ideals and some se f-will. 

Drronpa.—A very strong individuality, rather obstinate 
will and great optimism and ambition to succeed. Pre ju- 
dice strong and caution inherent, vivacity, persistence, 
originality, some love of beauty, are pointe in a character 
which 1s capable cf great good or great evil. 


Psrersoro’ Giru.—1. Great tact, strong and quick sym- 
wee. wit, hope, adaptability and good-natur: are shown. 

riter bas keen sense of beauty, refined taste, and some 
imagination. Humor is strong and judgment good, while 
love cf ease and creature comforts is also marked. 2. The 
lucky stone for May is turquoise. 

Trick.—This is rather a self-opinionated and crotchety 
person of excellent ability and chary of making friends. 
She also has a temper, is hard to convince, clings to old 
paths and ways, has a peculiar disposition, rather a puzzle 
to some people, buta true and loyal friend; is slightly 


Ripsav.—Self-respect, perseverance, care and some pride 
are shown in this very interesting study. Writer is vive- 
cicus, fond of society, hasty in and apt to change 
first impreesions on fuller knowledge ; energy, order and 
good « quence of ideas are showa, as well as a ré¢ fined taste 
and a decided liking for life’s good things. 

Louisa B.—Some imagination, and a quietly humorous 
turn, rather open in speech, careless and easily adapting 
oneself to circumstances, judgment not infallible, culture 
and tact able to be improved, individuality not striking, 


ditto ; self-control not strong, but evidences <f dormant 
capabilities very plain. 
Gr siyx.—I think you have failed to read rule 3; how- 


| ever, as you have given me a few words beside the study, I 
| will do what I can with them. Haste, impulse, strong fee!- 


ing and some adaptability are shown. Writer likes an easy 
time, and is apt to sheer away from trouble of any kind. 
R: fined taste is lacking, though strength and ability, 
vivacity and love cf society are shown. 

Inkwikes —Ideality, desire for ¢ffect, gencrosity, small 
tact, some originality in thoughtand method, good seif- 
esteem, some ta:te and rather refined feeling, not much 
care for creature comfort, but a keen appreciation of order 
and neatness, extreme carefulness cf detail, an unambitious 
mind, some sense of humor, lack of intuitive perception, 
but rather a nervously sensitive nature. 


AnpRomacus.—This is a persevering, determined, con- 
stant nature, tenacious cf righte and opinions, companion- 
able and fond of social intercourse, likewise apt to prefer 
the softest corner ; some lack of finish and refinement is 


| counterbalanced by strength and honesty ; se)f- 4 and 


dechion are good, and some humor evident. riter ie 


mirthful and appreciative and a little ambitious. 
Baseiavu —Thie writing shows lack cf refinement and 
want of jadgment. It is sadly at variance with the nom de 


| plume. At the same time it has some good traite: prud- 


ence, independence, some buoyancy and brightness of 


fancy, and a certain honesty and generosity may be the 
| seed of future excellence. As to the very unladylike ques- 


tion which concludes the etudy I can « ffer no assistance. 

Tusspay.—Your writing shows slight indiscretion in 
speech and pronenese to excessive candor; very deter. 
mined and constant : ffort, though apt to conserve energy 
and condemn discursiveness ; writer is not over-trusting, 
and has good common sense, though her judgment is not 
— infabible ; some refinement, rather a conservative 
mi ease and facility of expression and sturdy self 
ret pect are shown. 


MoGLasuir,—1l. Your spelling of the word§is correct. 2 


iA good wash for olly hair ie luke warm water with a few 


drops of ammonia, not too much, as it will make the hair 
wiry. 3. You are bright and hop: ful, slightly devoid cf 


| tact, but very thuthfuland sincere. I think you are a little 


impulsive and pot well stocked with nee, slightly 
fanciful, a wee bit fiokle and, like wine, will lose some crude- 
nese as you grow cider. 

Ezaxtst.—1 The Telegram and Mail. 2% I hope you suc- 
ceedea in getting the you wished for. 3. Your 
writing shows a very prac and seneible pature, care 
and conatancy. You are not either ambitious or conceited 
and are worthy of trust. You are no di beirg 
rather frank and blunt but honest and fairly good-tem- 
pered; some energy and impulse well controlled, and su ffici- 
ent self-reliance are shown. 

Bie Foor.—The coupon was above the clipping which you 
sent with it. How is it you did noteee it? Your writing 
says you are fuli« f fan, rather fickle, a little cranky, exoeed- 
ingly tenacious of any pr¢ ject and apt to carry your plans 
to et ccesa, cautious at the same tepelanun excel- 
lent temper, careful method, large self-esteem ; a breezy, 
hearty, independent nature, rather hard to hold but de 
oldedly likely to make a success of life. 

Frep.—You jare in ¢ffort, amiable and pru- 
dent, htly care in small matters, fond of a good 


So joapele Spe bate caters ae 
acter, a due 


sense of your own and not 
by any means wan in al and of good 
work. While not in least ¢ you are fond of 













Bratrick Hawrnorn.—Your writing gives me a cramp. 
It is decidedly original, but not at all attractive. It shows 
great penchant tor the opposite sex, prejudiced and obsti- 
nate wil), carelessness in expression and lack « f caution and 
reserve. [should say you would most the quality 


beauty and apt to show good taste in your surroundings. | 
of courage and the accident cf good lute ts ane. : 


he zard the opinion that you are rather domineering your- 
p~ on a emart temper, and you are both egotistical 
and cr > 


HANNcHEN.—Refinement, sympathy and many hints of 
femininity are in these dainty lines; some sharpness of 
temper is shown, and ambition, imagination, affection and 
decision are strong. I could not help laughing at your 
mistake. Perhaps you found the editor in a cranky humor. 
The most amiab‘e people get that way sometimes, and then 
the nsme was 80 misfitting! I think you are strongly con- 
ventional and at the same time original. I hope you will 
write to me again. 


Parsara —This study ie in some respects similar to 
Beatrice Hawthorn’s. Ithink the two writers must be 
closely related. If Barbara will fancy herself another and 
8 milder Beatrice, with more sympathy and vivacity and 
less di termined egotism, the same lack cf gentleness and 
cultured taste and an utter want of humor, she will per- 
haps come near her graphological confessions. th 
studies are strong and full cf character, but femininity lacke 
in one and the other. 


Bratrick —1. I am afraid you did not succeed in renting 
the Safety. There was such a demand for them that several 
purchasers had to wait some time. The leading firms 
object to renting. I asked several but could not get you 
one. 2. Your writing thows impulse, some caprice and 
love of novelty, rather an upromantic avd matter-of-fact 
nature, good temper, ambition, some humor, independent 
thought. A slight coarseness cf fibre would be the better 
of your careful rm fiaing. - 


Ecosnz, N, Y.—There is nothing mean about this study 
Good ecquence of ideas and correct judgment, frank and 
rather outspoken opirions, far-reachi: g sympathies and 
very strorg affections, broad tolerance and generous 
viewe, a little tendency to despord, intuition, artistic 
taste and humor quaint and original are ite winsome 
features. I don’t fancy an ordinary sized bushel would 
hide the rays cf such a bright and clear light as shines over 
them My compliments to you, Eugene. You ought to be 
rathtr more than nice. Perhaps you are not quite prac- 
tical enough though ! 


ANNIE.— 1. Refined feeling, sensitive and quick sympathy, 
ca m and observant method, some selfishness, amiable tem- 
per, rather elegant and cultured taste, gentleness: f man- 
per and speech, caution, prudence and a disposition to 
se retiveness, honesty, humor, some ambition. I think 
writer lacks determination and generosity, also a little 
narrow in opinions. 2. It would be inexcusable. If you 
don’t know both of the brothers’ names, or which is the 
elder, simply call them each Mr'So and So, as the case may 
be, when introducing them to a lady. To say, The Mesers. 
anybody, is an impossibility, and would sound like a hotel 
list, or a newspaper item. 


YL O.—I am rather surprised at your question. There 
is but one answer posible to a girl who has oper dignity 
and self-respect. Such a gil doesn’t cor fese herself in love 
with a young man who is indifferent to her. If such be her 
unfortunate condition she scarcely admite it to herself, and 
she would be a great to “try and make him love 
her.” Love is not to be compelled. 2. I see nothing to 
prevent your making a good housekeeper. Your other 
questions are too silly to fill this column with. 3. You are 
amiable, : flected, decidedly self-agsertive and rather fond 
of your own way, rather cautious and prudent, a little bit 
disingenuous, lacking culture, tact and refinement. I 
— some cf your failings as I think your study is im- 
mature. 


Maves.—I think I have had ocular demonstration that 
you have accomplished your desire. Is it notso? Should 
enjoy a ride with you, some day! No doubt you met with 
discouraging remarks from acquaintances. It isa pecull- 
arity of the bicycle rider that she has to listen to remarks 
on her taste, which would not be uttered in her hearing, on 
any other idiosyncracy (as her friends regardit). Perhaps, 
as I was distinctly trying cyling as a health-imparting 
scheme, I didn’t have such a trying time as some, who go 
in for it for pleasure. But you and I know, that, remarked 
or let alone, we are happy on our wheels, so happy that 
carping or jealous remarks are scarcely heard and never 

eeded. Moro power to you! I have captured & paragraph 
for La Mode’s consideration which I hcpe you may see this 
= Thanks a thousand times for kind words and 
wishes. : 


Liitis Dorrit.—1. I am glad you look on meas a friend, 
my child. I was truly sorry to hear that you had fourd 
occasion to verify my delineation and ‘* bear sorrow well.” 
Take courage, little woman, sorrow must come to all, and 
how it effects us depends almost entirely on ourselves. I 
hope your very great loss will make you more patient, 
more carcful and more anxivus to honor her memory by 
living as the dear mother would have had you live. 2. 
Send along your study with enclosed coupon ; or, is it the 
one you now encloee to which you refer? 3. Kindergart- 
ners may enter on a training course in a public school as 
assistants to a teacher. The :ecessaries to success are 
great patience, quick rueeany and a pleasant manner, 
alto some vocal musical abiity. You might learn all the 
songs and games and study Froebel’s method at home, also 
the forme of light and beauty which are evolved from the 
various colored pasted papers. I hope you will write 
whenever you feel like it. | 


Basikt.—You give me rather a difficult task, my friend ; 
if the circumstances were as you relate, and the absentee 
wrote to his friend what were proved to be falsehoods, I 
think the is well rid cf bim and his friendship. No woman 
has any right to feel aggrieved—“ insulted” is your ex- 
pression—because a man either tires of her society, or in 
time leaves it for the attraction of his final choice, whom 
he marries. Are men never to pay attention to any woman, 
or be friends with herin the bon cumaradie you describe 
unless they subs quently marry each other? I have no 
doubt the gentleman whose conduct has earned your cen- 
sure thought he had a peifect right to choose his wife 
where he found most chance of happiness. To the lady 
who is intelligent, homely and poor, I would offer this ad- 
vice: Say nothing slighting cf the man with whom you 
have been intimate for two years. That is to confess your- 
self either very easily pleased or very easily fooled —vrerbum 
sap. Asto the verses you with me to criticize, they are a 
wail which confesses that one was taken and the other (the 
writer) left! Itisno use wailing like that over any map. 
They don’t care, bless you! 





Popular Fallacies. 


That it is a crime to laugh at an old joke. 

That all veils cover a multitude of freckles. 

That authorship is the sweetest sort of fame. 

That every fool knows how to swear properly. 

That police court judges write for the comic 
papers, 

hat marriage brokers charge the legal rate 

of interest. 

That the study of «sthetics is a sure road to 
happiness. 

That the modern Sunday newspaper is a lib- 
eral education. 

That men hide themselves in garrets to read 
realistic novels, 

That it is better to be a cornet player than an 
habitual snorer, 

That there's more music in a cracked violin 
than in a buzz saw. 

Tnat the principles of Delsarte are followed 
in club gymnasiums, 

That any sort of coal burns with as much 
vigor as a rejected poem. 

That young ladies play billiards in order to 
learn the art of osculation. 

That modern pugilism resembles the combats 
of ancient Greece and Rome. 

That it is better to be the author of a nation's 
songs than a lawyer in gocd practice, 





ig Discouraging. 
the maiden, gn sit untied tin vic ittta ae 
+ ass 
smoothed ort the ten. ne en a 





At Narragansett Pier, 


** How many flances hav ?” 
“ Three,” sts at 


“Is that all? Why,I . 
all rich.” y, [have five, and they're 
** But one of mine is wiiling to marry.” 


>... 





Insulting. 

She- Oh, Claude! when we plays ie cham- 
peen game can’t yo’ tie yo’ knees togevver 
somehow? Yo’ couldn’t stop a watermellin 
wid dem laigs, much less de tennis ball. 


— 





His Style of Beauty. 


Miss Pert—I’ve never seen Mr. Bjenks. Is 
he a handsome man? 

Miss Flyrte—Handsome? Well, that’s a 
matter of opinion. My own idea is that if 
beauty were subject to taxation, Mr. Bjenks 
would be entitled to a pension. 


LLL 
’ 
THE ARTIST’S FINGERPOST 
OIL ¢( OLOBS—Hey\'s, Winsor & Newton’s. 
WATER COLORS— Winsor & Newton's, Reeves’. 
CAN V AS— Reeves’, Winsor & Newton’s. 
BR USHES—Erglish, German, American. 
STRET« HERS—The I fieger Patent. 
PAPERS— All geod makers 
PENCILS—Hardemith’s, Fabre’s, Dixon's. 
HAN DBOOKS— Winsor & Newton's, Vere Foster's. 
CHINA COLORBS— Lacroix, Gouache, &. 
In fact everything, and at prices always calculated to 
please, use £O one will ever tell you they can buy 
better elsewhere. 


The Art Metropole 


181 Yonge 8t., Toronto (opposite Temperance St.) and 
8, 5 and 7 Toronto Arcade 
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 





CURE 


Si :k Headache and relieve all the troubles inci- 
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 
Dizziness, Nausea. Drowsiness, Distress after 
eating, Pain in the Side, &c. While their most 
remarkable success has been shown in curing 


SICK 


Headache, yet Carrer’s Litrie Lrver Pits 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curing 
and preventing this annoying complaint, while 
they also correct all disorders of the stomach, 
stimulate the liver and regulate the bowels. 
Even if they only cured 


HEAD 


Ache they would be almost priceless to those 
who suffer from this distressing complaint; 
but fortunately their goodness does not end 
here, and those who once try them will find 
these little pills valuable in so many ways that 
they will not be willing to do without them. 
But after all sick head 


ACHE 


is the bane of so many lives that here is where 
we make our great boast. Our pills cure it 
while others do not. 

CarTer’s Lirrie Liver PILis are very small 
and very easy to take. One or two pills make 
a dose. They are strictly vegetable and do 
not gripe or purge, but by their gentle action 
_— all who use them. In vials at 25 cents; 

ve for $1. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail. 


CABTER MEDICINE 6O., New York. 


Goal) PIL, mall Dose, Stall Price 





SSSSSSSSSSSSHSSSOSSSSSSEOOOS 
RIPANS TABULES 
the stomach, liver an Ww 
purify the blood; are safe and effec- 


and 


o 
° the best medicine known for 
° —— ate a, mensecee, 
constipation, dyspepsia, chronic 
3 liver troubles, dysentery. bad com- $ 
+ plexion, dizziness, offensive breath 
e and all disorders of the stomach, 
e@liver and bowels. One tabule gives immediate re- 
@lief. Take one at meal time. Sold by Druggistsa. Ag 
@ trial bottle sent by mail on receipt of 15 cents. * 
@ RIPANS CHEMICAL CO., 10Spruce St., New York. 
Coececccccoocooocooccooocoocooeses 





“AN ABSOLUTE CURE FOR 
INDIGESTION.” 


a ee 


WAHT Tutti-Frutti. 


SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS & CONFECTIONERS 


DUNNS 
BAKING 
POWDER 


THE COOK'S BEST FRIEND 


LARGEST SALE !N CANADA, 


A LITTLE CIRL’S DANCER. 


Mr. Henry Macombe, 


Leyland St., 


Blackburn, London, Eng., states that his 
little girl fell and struck her knee against 
a curbstone. The knee began to swell, 
became very painful and terminated in 
what doctors call ‘‘ white swelling.”” She 
was treated by the best medical men, but 


grew worse. 


Finally 


ST. JACOBS OIL 


was used, 


The contents of one bottle 


completely reduced the swelling, killed the pain and cured her. 
“ALL RICHT! ST. JACOBS OIL DID IT.” 


Pozzoni’s 


COMPL 


EXION 


POWDERS Saft; CURATIVE; BEAUTIFYING. {, 2, 3. 
feat Hf Seiten 
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~ include Sullivan’s Golden Legend and Handel's 


10 _ TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 




















































music, and according to the views of his de- 
tractors started in to wage a crusade against 
the “oratorio nuisance.” He was bombarded 
in contributions to the daily papers in Toronto, 
was accounted a heretic of the most dangerous 
kind in London, and was mildiy looked upon as 
daft in the United States. In fact, life would 
have been a burden to him, and he would have 
had no excuse for continuing to live, had he not 
been too like Banquo’s ghost that ‘‘ would not 
down.” However, he girded up his loins, shook 
his mane—no, that won't do, he is too like my- 
self, our manes are gone—and went forth to 
war with blood in his eye. His war was a 
gentle one, however, only one cf explanation. 
Victory has perched upon his banners, and 
his triumphal progress has begun. The 
Reading Musical News, whose comments 
upon Mr. Vogt’s alleged lunacy were 
copied with avidity (I am afraid that 
my tropes are getting mixed) in Eagland, has 
come out in its last number with an apology to 
Mr. Vogt upon being shown the letter which 
called forth all the fury, and now looks upon 
him as @ sane man, and winds up by saying 
that his letter ‘‘contains suggestions of great 
practical value and worthy of adoption by all 
our oratorio societies.” Seriously speaking, 
Mr. Vogt was right. That in practice many of 
those who condemned him were thinkers and 
workers on the same line, is shown by past 
programmes of our oratorio societies, and by 
the efforts now being made to organize a series 
of orchestral concerts. 2 


Mr. Harry M. Field has returned from Leip- 
sic, where he has spent the past two years in 
perfecting himself on his chosen instrument, 
I have heard him play since his return and was 
highly gratified to see the increase in breadth 
and power in both interpretation and techni- 
que. Mr. Field was always a poetic player. To 
this charm he now adds that of greater matur- 
ity and virility, and the success which lies be- 
fore him is a pleasing promise to that feeling 
which looks for advancement as well as recog- 
nition in our art among native Canadian talent. 

: METRONOME. 


Music. 


WAS sorry that Mr. Rutter’s letter 
reached the office too late for comment 
on my part in last week's issue, and I 
hope that the gentleman will not think 
me lacking in courtesy inasmuch as his 
contribution was given to the world in 
all its natural loveliness. I must con 
gratulate Mr. Rutter on his frankness 
and candor, in fact I think he is something like 
that class of humorists who are called uncon- 
scious humorists, for he has corroborated—un- 
consciously—every detail I gave concerning the 
Typothetz banquet and its singers, even to the 
extent of closing his effusion with a reference 
to the “ paid singers, not guests.” 
















































or MUSIC “ieeecen 


ESTABLISHED 1884 


practice under constant supervision of an 
ferred to the care of a teacher, 


erof music in boarding 
this country. 


granting first certificates to four of our pupils 
FORM OF OUR CERTIFIOATES. 


I have had a most entertaining letter from 
Miss Hillary, dated from Bayreuth, where she 
had been drinkingin the beauties of Parsiful, 
Tannheuser, Meistersinger, and Tristan and 
Isolde. She wrote in a delicious, old-time rose 
garden, the air mellowed by the sound of neigh- 
boring mzeunerchors, and evidently felt herself 
thoroughly attuned to her surroundings. Miss 
Hillary has spent an ideal summer, her tournee 
embracing Boulogne, Amiens, Rouen, Paris, 
Antwerp, Brussels, Cologne, Mayence, Heidel- 
berg, Strasburg, Switzerland, Carlsruhe, Bay- 
reuth, Dresden and Leipzig. She expects to 
return to Toronte about September 15. 


tions named on margin hereof, etc. 


world where the study of music is cultivated. 


with rooms, board and use of pianos at the school. 
OHAS. FARRINGER, Principal, 


Telephone 3921. 566 Homewood Ave. 


The Philharmonic Society has issued its 
annual circular, announcing the resumption of 
its rehearsals on Tuesday evening, September 20. 
It announces great success in the matter of 
applications for membership, over two hundred 
having been received by the first of the month. 
The society announces three public concerts, 
two of which will be orchestral and miscel- 

~laneous, and one being choral. The latter will 





_ ; TORONTO COLLEGE 

cis and Galatea, both of which are announced ARTISTS 

to be sung by the society at the World’s Fair. and TEACHERS’ 

> CERTIFICATES 
DIPLOMAS (LIMITED) 


Send for calender. College reopens September 5. 
F. H. TORRINGTO » Mus. Director. 


Similar success is attending the affairs of the 
Toronto Vocal Soviety, which begins its rehear 
sals on Monday evening, September 19. Its 
roll of members is filling up in the most grati- 





ONTARIO COLLEGE 


56 HOME W 00D AVE. 


CHAS. FARRINGER-~ - - | Principal 


To insure first-class work from the lowest to the 
highest grade of music, the pupils of our primary de- 
partment receive daily instruction, or, in other words 

experienced 


teacher. From the primary department they are trans- 
born and educated in Ger- 
many, who hae had over thirty yeare’ experience as a 
ools for young ladies in 


Atthe close of our last term we had the pleasure of 


This is to certify that M............ has been publicly 
examined and given satisfaction in the performance of 
pieces, selected by a disinterested committee, from seleo- 


The margin containe a list of 100 pieces (about 1000 
pages), and among the prominent names of the composers 
we find: Mendelssohn, Mozart, Beethoven, Heller, 
Schumann, Rubinstein, Chopin, etc. A certificate 
of this kind is, therefore, not only desirable in Toronto 
and vicinity, but will speak for itself in any partof the 


Young ladies from the country can be accommodated 





of MUSIC 





DR. McLAUGHLIN, DENTIST, 


Cer. College and Yonge Streets. 
Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth 


VITALIZED AIR FREE 


I will insert the best teeth on rubber or celluloid for $8 
and $10, and inolude extracting with the air. 


‘ Cc. H. RIGGS 
Cor. King and Yonge Sts. Telephone 1476 


STAMMERING 


CHURCH'S AUTO-VOCE SCHOOL, No advance 
fees. 2 Wilton Crescent, Toronto. 


DELSARTE © 13c2,05 
ORATORY 
ELOCUTION AND DRAMATIC ART 
Large staff of epecialists. Most advanced methods in 
vocal and visible expression. Fall Term Begins Oct. 
4, '92. For large Art Catalogue address the president. 
FRANCOIS J. BROWN, Y. M. C. A. Building, Toronto. 





























J W. L. FORSTER 


" Portraits a Specialty ARTIST 


STUDIO 81 KINA Br. EAST 


ISS CLAIRE BERTHON, Portrait 
Painter, is red to receive a limited number of 
pupils in painting and drawing. “Terms on application. 
Studio, 591 Sherbourne Street 


WALTER DONVILLE 
TEACHES OF VIOLIN 
Papil of Prof. Oarrodus, Tcinity College, London, Eng. 


8 Buchaanan 8t., aad Toronto College of Music 


GRENVILLE P. KLEISER 

The Distinguished Eloecutionist 
In “Tos Manx wHo Hap His Lse SHor Orr” and other 
Recitations—Humorous, Dramatic and Pathetio—may now 
be engaged for entire evenings of readings or for part pro- 
grammes. For circular, terme, etc., addrese— 

25 Abingdon Sq 1are, New York City, 
or 49 Eim Street, Toronto, Can. 


MATRICULATION SCHOOL, 269 Jarvis 

St. Pupils prepared for Matriculation, Olvil Ser- 
vice, High School and University examinations. Private 
lessons in French, German, Latin, Greek, Physics, Arith- 
metic, Algebra, Trigonometry. Special attention to begin- 
ners and backward pupile. 


COTHERSTONE HOUSE 


189 Bloor Street Hast 
Boarding and Day School for Young Ladies 


Term Commences September 12 
For circulars address the MISSES JOPLING. 




















NEWCOMBE -:- 
PIANOS 


Endorsed by the highest musical authority. 
THE FINEST MADE IN CANADA 


OCTAVIUS NEWCOMBE & 60. 


4 * MANUFACTURERS 
TORONTO MONTREAL | OTTAWA 
Head Office—107-9 Church Street 


NEW MUSIC 


Victoria, new dance, a H. M. 
Early, music by Ohas. Bohner.. 400. 


Danse Romantique Corner or 
Schottische) F. E. Galbraith.... 400. 
Skirt Dance, Marjorie, by L. Gray 25c. 


Tar and Tartar Waltzes, arranged 
By BB. FvARS 0. ccccecicccesscces 500. 


Lacrosse Jersey, by Nellie Smith 400. 


Comic Song, There’e Not Another 
Like It, by James Fax.......... 400. 


Sacred Song, Sun of My Soul, by 
Nellie Smith ............0s0005 500. 


Elite Song Folio, a splendid col- 
lection of song, paper cover.... 750. 


WHALEY, ROYCE & CO., Publishers 


158 Yonge Street, Toronto 




















GHAKESPEARE SAID: 


“Uneasy lies the head that wears a 
crown,” but how much more uneasy are 
the people who are content to walk about 
in bad-fitting Boots and Shoes. One 
visit to our establishment is the remedy 
(and the only one) therefor. Do 
not delay, as the foot is so delicate 
in ite construction that one pair 
of those iil-formed and badly cut 
boots you have been unfortunate 
enough to secure 
may ruin your “‘un- 
derstanding.” 


Note the address— 
HH. & C,. BLATCHFORD, 87 and 89 King St. East 



















fying manner, many new members with excel- 
lent voices being received. The selection of 
pieces for performance at its first concert is one 
of pleasing variety and of great musical excel- 
lence, and the committee look forward to mak- 
ing this concert one of the best in its history. 


Mr, Arthur E, Fisher has been engaged dur- 
ing the summer holidays upon the composition 
of his cantata, The Wreck of the Hesperus. It 
is for ladies’ voices, and is composed especially 
for performance by Miss Hillary’s Ladies’ Choral 
Club, and will be published by Curwen of Lon- 
don, England. I was favored, a few evenings 
ago, by participating in a reading of the works, 
and I was surprised —not that my friend Fisher’s 
good work should surprise me—by the excel- 
lence of the composition. Mr. Fisher has been 
most happy in his conception of the spirit of 
Longtellow’s words, and his setting is delight- 
ful throughout, and in many places grand. 
Throughout the whole work he has been so 
fortunate as to secure a charming spontaneity 
alike in the vocal work and in the accompani- 
ments. The latter flow in sparkling and beauti- 
ful informality. The solos area thoroughly de- 
scriptive, and the choruses are strong and 
musicianly, yet sweet and elegant withal. I 
look for a thorough success when Miss Hillary's 



























The Little Nihilist. 


the floor. 
It is the fatal black-ball! The young girl re 


demns her to commit murder. 


straight ahead. 
And this is the czar’s elected assassin | 


my God, I cannot!” She remembers—remem 


er a home, education, friends, all. 
She is a nihilist—but she is grateful. 


A nihilist gathering in a large, dimly lighted 
room in the Russian capital. It is a strange 
throng—old men, old women, young men and 
girls yet in their teens—all wearing a look of 
earnest expectancy. A black box is passed 
to each to take the little ball which releases 
him from duty or compels him to becomea 
murderer. A young girl of seventeen, strik- 
ingly beautiful and looking strangely out of 
place in such an assemblage, places her hand 
in the box, smiling, and takes one of the little 
balls. She holds it tothelight. A faint shriek 
comes from her lips, and she almost sinks to 


covers herself and advances to the president's 
table, her mouth set firmly, and takes the 
sealed envelope he holds out to her, which con- 


In a daintily furnished boudoir in a palatial 
residence a light is still burning, though the 
night is almost spent. At a table sits a beauti- 
ful girl with her chin in her white hands, and 
her glorious eyes, feverishly bright, staring 


Acry bursts from her lips: ‘‘I cannot! O 
bers the pauper child of five, trampled in the 
street by fiery horses—remembers the kindly, 
fatherly man before whom all men bowed, who 
took her into his sleigh, which was just pass- 
ing, and carried her in his own arms to the im- 
—_ palace. She remembers that he gave 



















































Mss McCARROLL, Teacher of Harmony 
AT THE 
TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC 
(Formerly princi resident piano teacher at the Bishop 
trachan School, Toronto.) 
Will be prepared to receive pupils in Harmony and Piano 
Playing on and after September 2, at her residence 
14 St. Joseph Street, Toronto. 
Pupils of Ladies’ Colleges taught at reduction in terms. 


S IGNOR RUBINI, late Principal Profes- 
sor of Singing at the London Academy, London, Eog., 
gives lessons in the purest of Italian method and completes 
students for the Operatic Stage, Oratorio and Concert Hall. 
Amongst those who have had instruction from him in for- 
mer years in Eogland and France, and who have obtained 
the highest-degree of celebrity in the operatic stage, are: 
Madame Scalivi, Lucca, Volpini, Marimon, Valleria and 
Signor Cotoqui, Agnesi, Gardoni, Maas, Diaz de Soria and 
many others too numerous to mention. Marked improve- 
ment observed after a few lessons. 82 Church S8t., Toronto. 


ISS NORMA REYNOLDS 

SOPRANO SOLOIST 
Graduate Toronto College of Music and Underdraduate of 
Trinity Uasiversity. Ooncert, Oratorio, Church. Pupils 
received. Miss Reynolds is the only certificated pupil 
teacher of W. Elliott Haslam, under whom she has taught 
for three years, and from whom she has received the high- 
est testimonials. Address— 

Toronto College of Music and 86 Major St. 


R HARRY M. FIELD, PIANO VIRTUOSO, HAS 
returned from a two year’s residence in Ger- 
many, where he has been studying with Professor Martin 
Krause, the greatest and most famous teacher in Europe. 
Mr. Field also studied from '84 to ’88 with Dr. Prof. Carl 
Reinecke in Leipzig and had the rare advantage of a course 
with Dr. Hans Von Bulow, in Frankfort in '87. Concert 
engagements and pupils accepted. Fur terms apply at To- 
ronto College of Music and 105 Gloucester street. 


L FAEDER, Orchestral Direcior, Aca- 


MONSARRAT HOUSE 


1 Classic Ave., Toronto 


Boarding and Day School for Young Ladies 


MISS VENNOR, Principal 
(Late Trebover House, London, Eng.) 

Will OPEN her SOHOOL on SEPT. 15. A thorough 
course of instruction will be given in E :glish, Mathematics 
and Modern Languages. Pupils prepared for University 
examinations. Classes ia Swedish Carving will aleo be 
held twice a week 

For terms and prospectus, “pply to Principal. Address 
till 1st September, 562 Ontario Street. 


PrChLEs’ STILL LEADS IN SHOES 
Selling off very cheap this week. 











PICKLES’ SHOE PARLOR, 328 YONGE STREET 


Gitena ae 1 lege: Miraculous Water 


Cor. Yonge and Gerrard Streets, Toronto aoe 
. AND FOR 


Gor. Market and Erie Streets, Stratford | ®emoving Pimples, Blotches, &o., and for beautifying 
THE COMPLEXION 
Ask your druggist for it, or send to 


Two High Grade Commercial Schools} ,,' BRUNET, 81 Adelaide St. West 


The course of study is up to the highest standard of 
excellence. Business practice conducted between the two 


schools, thereby giving patrons © clearer inate into busi- G=t YOUR HATS BLOCKED AT 
ness methods and customs than ever sre been given H. & W. WATSON’S 


in Oanada. 
Al Adelaide Street West 














The girl lifts her head and looks about the 
room. Taen she takes a picture—her lover’s— 
from her bosom, and looks at it lingeringly. 
The light burns low. . . She rises, takes 
alittle phial, and turns to the couch near at 
hand. . . . She kneels a moment before a 
crucifix on the wal), then casts herself on the 
couch and puts the phial to her lips. 

They find her there in the morning, a smile 
of happiness on her sweet, dead face. 

The czar never knows—but the angels do.— 
Short Stories. 













talented young ladies appear before the public 
with this latest prodiestion of a Canadian pen. 963° Open for concert engagements. 
R. E. W. SCHUCH 


Conductor Toronto Vocal Society. 
Choirmaster 8t. James’ Cathedral 
Conductor University Glee Olub. 


It is not long since I penned a Jeremiade over 
the absence of current Canadian composition, 
and Iam sure that all who are interested in 
the development of the higher phases of musical 
effort in our midst will be pleased to hear that 
in Mr. Fisher’s work the ball has again been 
set rolling. Probably there are many musicians 
in Canada who are competent and willing to 
write in the more ambitious forms of musical 
art, but who are deterred from doing so by the 
inability to find vehicles of performance of their 
efforts. This should give us food for thought. 
Our societies are very prone to appeal to patri- 
o‘ism—even if it is only local patriotism—for 
support in their endeavors. This is quite just 
and proper and no one can find fault with it. 
Those who have money and taste form a legiti- * 
mate constituency for our societies to go to, = a Sie ee Sa en 
but alittle divergence from the often misread | please tell the foreman, when I am gone, to 
rule that charity should begin at home would place my obituary on the front page, top of 
bear consideration. The Toronto Vocal Society Sov i Than axioavagnent th Whuldies cannall tg 
is considering the proposition that it should | that luxury for once in my life? 
offer a prize for the best four-part song written j 
by a resident Canadian composer, and it is to 
be hoped that it will decide favorably. Though 
only one work may be chosen it would 
mean a healthy stimulus to the writers of 
other works, many or all of which might aa - 
be meritorious and worthy of presentation 
though not absolutely the best of those offered. ae TORONTO a 


: i PRESIDENT 
This might and should lead to endeavor ina 


larger and more ambitious field, and such Sthi47, 


efforts would exert an effect on all who come | 


within the influence of those who aspire to 
fame and recognition, which cannot but be bene- 

ARTISTS’ AND TEACHERS’ CRADUATINC COURSES 
IN ALL BRANCHES OF muUSIC. 


ficial. Yet fame and recognition are not the 
only factors which go to make up the com- 
poser’s incentive. The true composer has a 
higher spirit than that which seeks material 
advantages or that of repitation. The crea- University Affiliation. 
SCHOLARSHIPS, DIPLOMAS, CERTIFICATES, MEDALS, ETC. 
Summer Normal Term. 
FALL TERM opens 5th Sept. 
with enlarged staff and increased facilities, 


tive instinct isa subtler feeling than this. A 
SCHOOL OF ELOCUTION 


man watches with joy the development of 
MR. 8. H. CLARK, Principal. 


musical thought which is in him, and his pro- 
BEST METHODS, LARGE AND EFFICIENT 


duction is a child of love and reverence for his 
art. Ite birth is a joy and gladness to him, 

STAFF, COMPLETE EQUIPMENT. 
One and two year courses with Diploma 


even if no eyes but his own ever see it and 
none but his own ears ever hearit. It is from 
simple hearted men of this sort that s 
h Pp d high at some of Deisarte and Swedish Gymnastics, 
the greatest an ighest ornaments of our art taught by competent specialists. 
Fall Term (Elocution) begins Sept. aoth. 
Separate Calendar for this department. 


35 Grenville Street 


R. A. S. VOGT 


rganist and Choirmaster Jarvis Street 
Baptist Church 








An Agnostic. 
Mr. Knowells—I am told that he doesn’t be- 
lieve in anything. 
Mr. Growells—How can he? He doesn’t 


know anything. Residence 605 Church Street, Toronte 


Miss MARGUERITE DUNN, BE 
Graduate of the National School of Elocution anc 
Oratory, Philadelphia. 


Teacher of Elecation and Voice Calture and 
Delsarte Physical Culture 


Open for concert engagements and evening: of readiogs. 
369 Wilton Ave. Toronto College of Music 


Me. J. D A. TRIPP 
Concert Pianist and Teacher of Piano 


Certified pupil of Moszkoweki, f rmerly pupil of Edward 
Fisher. 





Extravagant. 


Physician (to dying editor)—My poor friend, 
I can not conceal the truth from you any 








Torento Conserva‘ory of Music 
and 20 Seaton Street, Toronto 


MANDOLIN LESSONS 

; By Lady Professor from Italy 
Highest references from London, Eag., and New York. 

Terms, &c., aa¢ress MRS H. W. WEBSTER, 428 Church St. 


Ltorp N. WATKINS 
8083 Church Street 
fhorough {netruction on ae Guitar, Mandolin and 
er. 


—- 
ERT KENNEDY 
Teacher of Bandola, Banjo. Guitar and 
Mandolin. Studio, 334 Jarvis Street. Lessons 
~_ at Studio in mornings, and at pupils’ residences in 
afternoon. 


Poor Man! 
, Reapeeee What terrible affliction did Homer 
lave 
Pupil—He was a poet, sir. 








EIGHT PROMINENT SPECIALISTS 
Our specialist in DELSARTE, Gesture and Esthetic 
Physical Culture has received seven years of training from 
ablest teachers in America. all term begins October 17. 
One, two and three year’s courses. Calendar sont. 
PRINCIPAL MOUNTEER, 
Arcade, cor. Yonge and Gerrard Ste. Toronto, Oan. 
W. F. HARRISON 


* Organist and Choirmaster St. Simon's Church, 
Musical Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


ORGAN AND PIANO 
94 Gloucester Street 

W. O. FORSYTH 
~ Lessons in Piano Playing and Theory 

Stadieiia Leipzig and Vienna under Dr. S. Jadaseohn, 
Martin Krause and Prof Julias Epstein. 

Modern methods. Address — 

31? College Street, Toronte 
FREDERICK BOSCOVITZ 
STUDIO (For Piano Lessons Only) 


15 KING STREET EAST 


(Mesere. Nor ‘heimer) 
















have come, For all this, it is better that such 
efforts should be given to the world that all 
may share the joy and pleasure of their crea 
tors, and progress, so-called, stands still if we 
must continue to be purely executive and not 
creative as well. Mr. Fisher and the Ladies’ 
Choral Club have made a noble start; let 
others follow in their footsteps, 
* 





CONSERVATORY CALENDAR MAILED FREE 
EDWARD FISHER, 


COR. YONGE ST. AND WILTON Ave Musica Oirectos 
Mus. Bae. Trin. Coll., Toronto, 
Our clever young townsman, Mr. A. S. Vogt, A.CO. (Gng.) Ete. 
seemed not so long ago to be in danger of being | Will resume teaching, on THURSDAY, 


dvemed, by those with whom he disagreed in the 8th September. 


questions of musical art, a sort of musical Sam- <—ee ORONTO SCHOOL OF LAND 
son who was trying to pull down about his | @@SBENCE—91 St. Joseph Street, Toronto, Tr “- Deconservs Sasemee, Os Ohara 8 oa. 
ears the temple of musival journalism HARTLEY DENNISON, Primo Ten Srentes adie’ ( i Lad } Oolleees 
and the contributors thereto, because he ad- J ° Solo Tenor at Erskine Church e Sroswed, anh eee 2 Bete Peete’ i pilating from 


vanc-d in bold terms the cause of orchestral Church, Oratorio, Coes ane Sows He fend soem Still Life. Copying, Perspective. Ex .mina- 











eee ° 


e demy of Music, violin soloist and teaxher. Franco- 
Belgium method. Studio 277 Sherbourne st. Telephone 





Conductor Harmony Club. 
Iastruction in V sice C ilture and Expression in Sing: ng. 





Teacher of the Pianoforte aad Organ 






















PRESBYTERIAN LADIES’ COLLEGE 


Bloor Street, opposite Queen's Park 
TORONTO 


REOPENS SEPTEMBER 6, 1892 


Preparatory claeses prepared for High School entrance 
examinations. Matriculation and fires year University 
work. Music Department in connection with Conserva- 
tory of Music. Art under the charge of T. Mower-Martin, 
RC.A., S2nd for Calendar, giving full information and 
showing recent improvements 


T. M. MACINTYRE, M.A., LL.B., Ph.D. 


UPPER CANADA COLLEGE 


(Feunded 1829) 
This College will re-open on 


Tuesday, September 13 
At I0 o’clock, for the enrolment of new pupils. 


Staff of sixteen Masters. Cilastical, Science or Modern, 
Commercial, Musical and Art Departments fully eq 1ipped. 
Also facilities for thorough instruction in Physical altars . 
Gymnasium, Cricket Fields. Lirge covered rink and 
quarter of a mile track in course of construction. 

For prospectus apply to 
THE PRINOIPAL, 

big od Canada College, 

a 


July 22, 1392. er Park, Toronto, Ot. 


ARCADE, YONGE ST.. 
TORONTO. 


END for 
>) Circular 





NTARIO LADIES’ COLLEGE 
WHITSY, ONT. 
Doing the most advanced work of any Ladies’ College in 
Charming location. Elegant buildings. Rates 
moderate. Apply for information to 
PRINCIPAL HARE, Ph.D. 


ce en ieee 






Fall Term Begins Monday, September 5 
Call at College or write for our large, handsome catalogue. 


SHAW «& ELLIOTT, Principals. 
We warrant Oapilline to produce the growth of hair and 
remove dandruff. No mineral poisons. 


Love’s Drug Store, 188 Yonge Street 
GOLDEN HEALTH PELLET 


Specific in Sick Headaches, D psia, Constipation, 
Liver and Pile troubles and Menetroal difficulties. Worth 
@ guinea a box. Price 25c.; 5 boxes for 31. Send for 


pamphlet to 
THOMPSON'S HOM@OPATHIC PHARMACY 
394 Yonge Street, Toronte 


The Home Savings & Loan Co. Ltd. 


OFFICE: 78 CHURCH STREET, TORONTO 


$500 Oooo to loan on Mortgage—emall and large 
’ sums. Reasonable rates of interest 
and terms of repayment. No valuation fee charged. 





HON. FRANK SMITH, JAMES_MASON, 
President. Manager. 
F. W. MICKLETHWAITE 
PHOTOGRAPHER 
Cor. King and Jarvis Streets, Toronto 
Established 1876. 


Mikado Panels, 6 tor 60c.; $1 a doz. 
Sunbeams, 4 for 26c. 


REMOVAL = « 
ELDRIDGE STANTON 
Has removed his Photographic Studio to 


11 King Street West 








The Leading Educational Institutions 


are adopting the Remington to the exclusion of all 
Other Typewriters. 


Machines sent to an of Ontario on rental for 5 
tloe or office work. y part oPORGE BENGOUGH. tied 


Telephone 1207. TORONTO, 
THE MERCHANTS’ RESTAURANT 


6 and 8 Jordan Street 
This well-known restaurant, having been recently en- 





larged and refitted, offers great inducements to the public. 


Bill of Fare care- 


fully arran and choice, while the WINES and LIQUO 
are of the Best Quality, aud the ALES cannot be earteaty 


Telephone 1090. HENRY MORGAN, Proprietor, — 


LOW E'S COM WERCIAL ACADEMY, 346 
I b Spodina rst orate holds as muoh as 6 


Ave., Torente, 
writing. Taught until proficient for $5. 


© : x. 
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Our Exhibition Stock is now 
complete, and we carry full 
lines of the following : 


Trunks, 
Travelling Bags 
Valises 

Satchels 
Chatelaines 
Brushes 


Etc., etc. 


Social and Personal. 


(Continued from Page Two.) 

material in the world of fashion, with ribbon 
girdle, and Irish lace draperies. Mr. Frank 
Hodgins was best man, and two little children, 
Chester and Myra Hamilton, were also in at- 
tendance on the bride. A concealed orchestra 
played the Wedding March as Miss Hamilton 
was led by her father to the drawing-room. 
After the marriage ceremony and dejeuner, Mr. 
and Mrs. Hodgins left for a tour across the 
lines, where they will reside in future, Mr. 
Hodgins being pastor of a fine parish in Ger- 
mantown, a suburb of Philadelphia. Among 
the bridal gifts was a diamond brooch from Mr, 
Hamilton, a silver coffee service from the pa- 
rents of the groom, and scores of lovely articles, 
both rich and artistic, from Miss Hamilton’s 
many friends. Mr. and Mrs. Strong of Lcndon, 
Mr. and Mrs. Brunton of Newmarket and Miss 
Rose of Welland, were among the guests. 








Mrs, Nevill and family, Ontario street, have 
returned home from the Sand Banks. 
2 
Mrs. Hector Lamont, who has been an in- 
valid for several weeks, is now able to be about 


again. 
& * 


Cards are out fora dance to be given by Mr. 
and Mrs. Hiram Piper, on Monday next at the 
Aquatic Association Hall, Center Island. 


Mr. James Hennesey, the wealthy book- 
binder of 739 Broadway, New York City, has 
been in the city the past week. Mr. Hennesey 
is accompanied by his wife and family. He 
leaves for Detroit to visit his uncle, whom he 
has not seen for forty years. 

* 


Miss L. Coxwell, of Fernleigh, Niagara-on- 
the-Lake, is visiting her auot, Mrs. James L, 
Miller of King street, London. 

o 


Prof. and Mrs. Cameron, of Toronto Univer- 
sity, have taken up house on Borden street. 


Mrs. Joseph Watson, Miss Childs and Mr. 
Harry Pease have returned from a visit at | 
Muskoka, where they were the guests of Miss 
Eaton of Avenue road. 


*. 


Mra. W. R. Pringle has returned from an 
interesting and pleasant visit at Ottawa, where 
her husband, Lieut. Pringle, covered himself 
with glory in the shooting competition. 

* 


Mrs, Carveth is spending September at Long 


B-anch. 
* 


Dr. Byron E. Ghent of King street east died 
very suddenly in Montana on Monday last. 


Mrs. George Macdonald and family of St. 
George street have returned from a very pleas- 
ant visit to Mrs. Crane at Point Claire. Mrs. 
Macdonald has removed to aspacious residence 
on Isabella street, and the east end gains a 
charming hostess. 


The beautiful suburb of East Rosedale is still 





quite deserted, so many of its fair residents 
being away for their holidays. 


The family of Mr. Henry Darling has been in 
the Catskills and is expected back soon. 
7 


Miss Anna Hamilton of Glen Lodge is at 
Yoho and her sisters Misses 'May and Fossie 
have gone to visit Ottawa friends. 

7 


Mrs. Eigar Jarvis has returned from a pleas- 
ant visit to the Georgian Bay. 
7 


Rav. T. C. and Mrs. Street-Macklem also re- 
turned from their beautiful summer residence | 
at Parry Sound, where many Toronto friends 
had the pleasure of meeting them. 


Archdeacon and Mrs. Boddy and family have 
returned from their summer ovting. 


{ Miss Kate Holmes of Winnipeg is the guest 





of Miss Mabel Morrison of Huron street. 


Mr. and Mrs. Walter Stewart have settled in 
Spokane, Washington. 


Colonel G. T. Denison and Mra. Denison have 
returned from their Muskoka residence, Hey- 


don Island. 4 


Mr. E. A. H. Haggart of Kingston, Jamaica, 
was present at the opening of the Exhibition 
on Tuesday. 


A very matutinal wedding was that of Mr. 
A. P. Walker, assistant engineer and surveyor 
of the C. P. R., and Miss N. Synder of Beams- 
ville. The ceremony took place in the Erskine 
Presbyterian church, at balf-past seven, Mr, 
Walker was presented with a handsome silver 
sugar and cream service by his friends in the 
C. P.R. Mr. and Mrs, Walker left for a honey- 
mon trip through the eastern states. 

- 


A very pleasant lawn party and concert was 
held yesterday evening at Scarboro’ in aid of 
St. Margaret’s church. A large number drove 
out to it from Toronto and had a most enjoy- 
able time. ‘ 


A merry little bonfire party was given by 


‘TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT, 





Miss Linton of Glenarm, Hanlan’s Point, last 
Wednesday evening. 


Signor Pierre Delasco arrived in Toronto on 
Monday last for a short visit to friends. 
* 


The engagement of Dr. W. Hamilton Merritt 
of St. Catharines and Miss Hudson, daughter 
of the late Judge Hudson of Memphis, Tennes- 
see, is announced. The marriage will take 


place in October. ‘ 


Rev. Canon Cayley has returned from a 
pleasant holiday trip in Muskoka. 


Rev. Mr. Loutez is in the city and intends 
remaining a month. He took part in the ser- 
vices at St. George’s church last Sunday even- 
ing. 


+ 


Miss Effis Michie has been visiting friends in 
Sutton for a week. 


Mr. and Mrs. Lewis of Ottawa have come to 
Toronto to reside. They have taken a pretty 


house on Brunswick avenue. 
* 


Mr. Charles Stewart of Ottawa is spending a 
few days in town.” 


Mrs, Phillips of John street has been staying 
at Niagara recently. 


Miss Lowe of Ottawais the guest of Mrs, R. 
A. Pyne of Gerrard street. 
* 


Mr. and Mrs, MacIntyre of Cecil street have 
returned from Muskoka, where they spent a 
few very pleasant weeks. 

* 


Miss Moore has been visiting Mrs. Ince of St. 


George street recently. 
* 


Mr. and Mrs. J. G. Scott have returned from 


Montreal. Mrs. Scott has gone to Muskoka for 


September, 


* 
The Misses Milligan and Mr. and Mrs, Fraser 
Macdonald and family have returned from 
Penetanguishene, 


Mr. H. Cherry is enjoying a holiday trip. 
* 


A jolly fishing and exploring party s‘arted off 
recently for the Saugeen river, County of Bruce. 
Among the pleasure seekers were : Commodore 
Kingsmill, R. N., Judge Kingsmill of Huron 
and Nicol Kingsmill, Q C. 

Oe 


Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Persse are in town for 
a few weeks, and during their stay here will 
be the guests of Mr. R. M., Persse of 18 Triller 
avenue, 
* 
Dr. Baldwin, formerly of Winnipeg, has 
taken up his residence in Toronto. 
a 


Mrs. S. R. Hunter and family have returned 
to Winnipeg after a month's visit to Toronto. 


Miss Jessie Alexander is away on a profes- 
sional tour to British Columbia, 
- 


Rev. E. R. Young of Toronto is visiting in 
Winnipeg. - 

Mr. Samuel Scott, sanitary officer, was united 
in the bonds of matrimony last evening to Miss 
Lottie Acton, at the residence of the bride's 
father, 66 Beverley street. The ceremony was 
performed by brother of the groom, Rev. 
George Scott of Cookstown. The happy couple 
left for a tour through the Old Country. 

-~ 


Mrs. H. D. Ellis and Miss Susie Jones re- 
turned from Sturgeon Point on Wednesday last. 
a 


Mr. and Mrs. H. D. Ellis left yesterday for 
North Bay for two weeks’ sport. 


Miss Smallipeice of 47 Avenue road is visiting 
friends at Guelph. 


Miss May Hughes of Jarvis street has just 
returned from a pleasant visit to Good Cheer, 
the beautiful island of Chancellor Boyd in 
Georgian Bay. 


* 


Mrs. Ferrier, Ottawa, is visiting her sister 

Mrs. R. S. Neville, Ontario street. 
* 

Mr. Lancelot Middleton of the general super- 
intendent’s department, P. R., Toronto 
leaves by the steep Mongolian on Septem- 
ber 17 fora trip to England. * 

* 


Miss Kennedy of Beverley street and Miss 
McCluog of Church street have returned from 
Asbury Park and New York. 

Mrs, Anglin has been receiving at the resi- 
asene of her mother, Queen street avenue, this 
week, 


Mrs. Proctor of Grenville street has returned 
home after an extended visit to her daughter 
at Denver, Colorado. 


Miss Capreol of Wellington Place has re- 
turned after a five weeks’ visit to New York. 
Miss L. Patterson has returned from St. Ger. 
man’s, Orillia, where she has spent the suumer. 
. 


Miss Luella King of Barrie is visiting friends 
in this city. - 


Mr. H. H. Wood has b23en spending his holi- 
days at Niagara-on-the-Lake, 
” 


The Misses Lockhart, who have been visiting 
Mrs. J. Crowther at Cobourg, have returned to 
Chautauqua, Niagara-on-the-Lake, 


. Purses 
Card Cases 


; Eight Medals and 
Dressing Cases 


Cigar Cases 


=— 


GOLD MEDAL’ 





Letter Cases 
Jewel Cases 
Etc., etc. 


HE. CLARKE & Co, 


105 KING STREET WEST. 








Academy of Music 


One Week and Wednesday and Sat- 
urday Matinee 


Commencing Monday, September 12 


The celebrated comedienne, 


MISS VERNONA — 


LABATT’S LONDON ALE AND STOUT 


For Dietetic and Medicinal Use, the most 
beverages available, wholesome tonics and 


Ten Dipiomas at the 
World’s Great Exhibitions 


JOHN LABATT 


London, Ont. 
JAS. GOOD & CO., Agents, Toronto 
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JAMAICA 1908 


oe aS 
WEDDING CAKES 


Of the best quality and finish SHIPPED with t 
PARTS OF THE DOMINION anes 
Choice sets of Silver Cutlery and China for hire. 


HARRY WEBB, 447 Yonge St., Toronto, Ont. 








ARBEAU 


in her Brilliant Musical Comedy 


STARLIGHT 


Supported by her own Company of Comedy and Musical 
‘alent. 


EVERYTHING CHANGED !|—New Songs! New Dances! 
New Music! New Faces! New Costumes! 
New Sayings! New Funny Situations! 


New Gavotte by Ladies of the Company, charm- 
ingly co%tumed, 


THE HIT OF THE SEASON 


MISS JARBEAU’S GREAT SONGS 


“Nigger and the Bee,” “Sligo,” ‘*Push Dem Clouds,” 
‘*Where Are You Going My Pretty Maid?” 


JEFF D. BERNSTEIN, Proprietor and Manager 
Prices 25, 50, 75 and $100 Seate now on gale. 


Jacobs & Sparrow s Operallouse 


POPULAR WITH THE PEOPLE 


Tony Pastor 
Grand | Company 


September 12, 13 and 14 
Matinee Tuesday 


Agnes Herndon 
La Belle Marie 


September 15, 16 and 17 
Matinees Thursday and 
Saturday 


ason 
& Risch 


LIST OF SPECIALTIES: 


Decker, N.Y. 


Pianos 


Sohmer, N.Y. 


Pianos 


Transposing 


Pianos 


Art Finished 


Pianos 
(Enamel, Satinwood, Etc.) 


Vocalions 
The Janko 


Key Board 


[lason 
& Risch 


32 King St. West 





ESTABLISHED 1867 


J. & J. LUGSDIN 


LEADING HATTERS AND FURRIERS 








(ESTABLISHED 1864) 
49 King Street East, Toronto 


New Doulton Vases 

New Royal Crown Derby 

New Royal Worcester 

New Copeland China 

New Coalport China 

New Wedgwood China 

New printed goods in Din- 
ner, Dessert and Tea 
Sets 

New Glass Table Decora- 


. Primrose, Heliotrope, Emerald, 
tions Lily of the Valley. 


A few choice pieces for Decorating | 
from Doulton’s in Ornaments, Cups and 
Saucers, Bon Bons, &c. 


GLOVER HARRISON ESTATE| 


IMPORTERS 





\- e AGF ya 


LADIES’ FINE FURS AND 
SEAL GARMENTS 


Importers of Silk Hats, Felt Hats, and 
Children’s Fancy Hats and Caps 


101 Yonge Street, Toronto 


"Phone 2575 


C. Stedman Fieroe 


FROM ART TOILET SCHOOL, MASONIC TEMPLE, CHICAGO, 


Now at 3 King Street E., Toronto 
TAKE ELEVATOR | 


Facial Massage and Hygiene Steaming 
Manicure. 


Dr. J. Parker Pray’e Manicure goods for sale. Mme. 
Bra-Zee’s Cream and Balm. J ne Moore’s “ Always 
Young.” Isabel Cassidy’s of New York, Toilet Good's, the 
best I can find for my customers. Work done and lessons 
iven, The Home Toilet Vaporizer. Steam apparatus for 
e use forsale. The most comp‘ete apparatus of the 
kiad on the market. Geate’ Face Massage and Moustache 
Stimulant. Dr. Woodward’s Hermosa we use in the an- 
A ch ice selection of new designs in WHETE CuINA | Hseptic, toilet batt, tad Temeettenine, clennsing: blesch* 
tor decorating. ng and nourishing the ekin. The Francis Cleveland Bean. 


i 
WEDDING GIFTS A SPECIALTY iter all made sici 
t' My goods are _ by a physician 


—— the my many 
WILLIAM JUNOR that have patronized mein my fifteen years business on 


King No. 1 Toilet P. No. 2 Pattera Rooms, 
Tele phe xe 2177. 109 King Street West | No. 3 King Street E., Toront 














On Sept. ) 


| MDCCCXCII. 


| Our complete 


and unrivaled 
stock of clothes for Fall and Win- 
ter is now ready for the inspection 
of our customers and the public 
generally. 

We will be pleased to put aside 
any choice pattern selected before 


the line is broken. 
HENRY A. TAYLOR 


No. 1 Rossin House Block 


Toronto, Ont. 





Grand Excursion totaly 


By the elegant and palatial steamer ‘‘WERRA,” of the 
Norddeutecher Liloyd Steamship Company. 


LEAVING NEW YORK, OCTOBER ist 


Arriving in Genoa October 13, returning by the sister 
steamer ‘ EMS” of the same line, 


LEAVING GENOA NOVEMBER 9th 


allowing 26 days in Italy, Octcber and November, two 
finest months in year, to visit Italy. The excursioniste 
will arrive in time to see the great f2stivities that ‘‘ Genoa, 


| la Superba” celebrates in honor of her son, Christopher 


Colum us, in commemoration of the 


| 400th Anniversary of the Discovery of America 


And the Italo-American Exhibition which closes in Decem- 
ber. Chevalier A. M. F. Gianelli, who will accompany the 
party, made arrangements that will result in making 
this excursion through Italy the most complete which has 
ever been organized on this side of the Atlantic. 

A limited number of cabins have been secured for this 
excursion and will be kept on reserve up to the 30th of 
thie month. Return tickets will be valid on any steamers 
of the North German Lloyd, via Southampton. 

Price of return ticket, including first-class cabin pas- 
sage and railway fares, first-class hotels, guides, carriages, 
etc., etc., $450. 

For full particulars and explanatory circulars, address 
GIANELLI & CO, 37 Yonge Street, or 16 King Street 
Weat, Toronto, Ont. 
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Will sell round Trip Tickets from 


CHINA HALL 


Toronto to 


MONTREAL 


AND RETURN 


IN CONNECTIOX WITH THE 


MONTREAL EXPOSITION 


(.00 
(1.00 


1. 
2 Boat to Montreal, return all rail...............- 

3. Ra‘l to Kingston, Boat to Montreal, return all rail 12 00 
4 Rail to Ottawa, Boat to Montreal, return all rail.. 10.50 
A 


LI, TICKETS GOOD TO RETURN UNTIL SEPT. 24, 


PPLE 


19th and 

2ist 

On Sept. | 
19th to 

22nd 


INCLUSIVE 





PACIFIC Ky. 


| Will seli Round Trip Tickets from 
Toronto to 


LONDON 


AND RETURN 


IN CONNECTION WITH THE 


WESTERN FAIR 


On Sept. 
20th AND 
22nd 


Sept. 15th 


| $2.50 
Sept. 23rd $3.40 


All tickets good to return until 
Sept. 28 





on 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


QOURLAY, WINTER & LEBMING'S 


Quintette of High Grade}Pianos 


te 





KNABE 


Pianos are the highest exemplification of the art of ‘piano building among ‘American Pianos. 


The choice of the world’s greatest pianists. 
many others, as the best instruments of America. 


———EE HAR DMAN 





Endorsed by Von Bulow, D’Albert, Gruenfeld, and 


ee Pianos are elegant in design, faultless in tone 


and mechanism, and possess a refined purity that charms the vocalist and has secured the patronage 


of the Nobility of England. 


FISCHER 


The most popular Piano in the United States. 


Over 90,000 in use. 


Absolutely reliable and durable. 


woods. 








reliable i in every “detail of construction. 
improvements. 


- Rich, : sonorous tone. 


- Cases of choice 


A Piano of rich tone, faultless mechanism and 
In advance of its competitors ‘in the use of most recent 





GERHARD HEINTZMAN= 


A Canadian art Piano, the choice of the profession because of saallby and Spimeeahetie quality of 


tone and solidity of construction. 


UR stock is complete and unrivalled in Canada. 


Its name a guarantee of highest excellence. 


Purchasers will find it profitable 


and agreeable to visit the warerooms where the above FIVE different makes of in- 

struments are met in friendly competition, and were selling expenses are minimized by 

consolidating the product of five factories under one roof, enabling us to sell the product 
of each factory at the smallest possible advance over cost of manufacture. 

We have also in stock a number of Upright Pianos by 

WEBER, N.Y., and MASON & RISCH, which we are de- 

termined TO CLEAR OUT REGARDLESS OF PROFIT. 

Bargain seekers will find it pay to give us an early call. 


We Solicit. Inspection and Invite Correspondence. 


Gourlay, Winter & Leeming 


188 Yonge Street, Toronto 





Mantle Exhibit 


LATEST NOVELTIES FROM 


THE 


PARIS, LONDON AND NEW YORK 


_ dackets,¢ 


oats, Capes& Cloaks 


From the best Jacket for $5 in the trade, to the 


most stylish garment for $100. 


NOW ON VIEW AT 


R. WALKER & SONS 





The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 


MEDICA A. 


ASSAGE recommended for rheumatiem, 

insomania, poor circulation, nervous trou 
oints, etc. Endorsed by leading physicians. 
OOOK, 204 4 King Street Weet. 


OHN B. HALL, M D. » 326 and 328 Jarvis 
Street, qoMNe OPATiN isT 
Specialties— Diseases cf Childrea and Nervous Diseases 


of Women. Office hours—11 to 12 a.m. and 4 to 6 p.m. 


Births 


DAVIS—At 71 Van Sittart avenue, Woodstock, Saturday 
September 3, Mre. Wm Mahlon Davis—a daughter’ 
still born. 

ARTHUR —August 24, Mrs. E C. Arthur—a son. 

AIRD—September 2, Mrs. John Aird—a son. 

TY TLER— Auguet 30, Mrs. W. Tytler—a daughter. 

GOODERHAM—August 30, Mra. W. G. Gooderham—a 
daughter. 

NDERSON & BATES ROBERTSON—August 25, Mrs. David Robertson—a son. 
Eye, Ear, Nose and Throat Specialist | aia =~ + a caer ene 1, Mre Edwin B. Wallace—a 

6 aughter 
_ Telephone 3922. __No. 5 College Street, Toronto. _ BRITNELL— September 3, Mrs, Albert Britnell—s son. 
DOAN—Angust 31, Mre. A. oan—s son. 
D® PALMER JOHNSTON—September 5, Mrs. David Jobnston—s son. 
COLEMAN—September 6, Mra. E. C eman—a daughter. 
40 College Street . - 
Telephone 3190. 8rd Door from Yonge Street. 


araly sis, 
les, stiff 
THOMAS 


WILLSON—September 2 , Mra. Alfred Willison—a daughter. 
THOMPSON— eptember 1, Mrs. David Thompson—a 
daughter. 





Marriages. 


| 
AMUEL J. REEVES, Issuer of Mar- | PRESTON—FITZGERALD—At Millbrook, on August 30, 


1292, John A. V. Preston to Charlotte M. Fitzgerald. 
Ste cok te Ne Uitmetee Yeatined “Open trom | HODGINS—HAMILTON—September 6, James O. Hodgins 


and Bathurst Ste. No witnesses required 
to Henrietta E Hamilton. 
CS Pe... FORREST—MORRIS—Avgust 17, Charles Forrest to Edith 
(AE EA ssuer arriag ) Licenses Morris. 
o. KIN, : of “ ” | HIDER—MOORE—September 1, 


Court Heuse, Adelaide Street 
and 146 Cariten Street 


MARRIAGE LICENSES. 





Henry Hider to Mary 


j Brunekill. 
~ | McINTOSH—RUTHERFORD—August 31, 


DENTISTRY. toeh to Margaret Ruthe: ford 
— NICHOLLS— McDOWELL—August 17, T. C. Nicholle to 


D® BOSANKO— Caro McDowell. 
TAYLOR—FRIEDRICH—September 1, W. J. Taylor to | 


Dora Friedrich. 
| Mane ane —September 1, E. H. Mann to Georgie 


REID -DUNCAN— September 2, Rev. H. E. A. Reid to 
R. A. F. WEBSTER, Dental Surgeon | ®#!D5DUNCAN- 
Gold Medalist in Practical Dentistry R. ©. D. 8. | PORTEOUS—MOIR— August 23, George Porteous to Agnes 
Office—N. E. cor. Yonge and Bloor, Toronto. Tel. 8868. | peaiiSrows-—EoK-septomver 6, Robert Maxwell 
ennistown to Mary Mildred Louise Beck. 


NOTICE OF Ff REMOVAL BOYD BROOKS -Sepsomber 6, Walter Gritith Rdward 
GILneyY. to Mabel Constance Brooks, Gilray to Beat- 
DR. FRANE rE. ORYSLER (oceant. P , y 


DENTIST | McKIE— SOUTT— August 31, Robert McKie to Margaret D. 


249 MoCaul 8t., a few doors south of College | argi#s—KLLIOTT—September 2, Ernest Edward Argies 


Telephone 2347. to Alice Elliott. 
| MicOREGOR_JUNKIN—September 1, 


M. W. SPARROW,L D.S , Dental Surgeon | _aregor to Mary Junkin. 
Central Bental Parlors HOOPER—EDDIS—August 30, Henry Charles Lewis 


N. W. Cor. Spadina Avenue and Queen Street, Toronto. r to Emily Constance Eddis. 
Special attention paid to painless operating. ete E WELL— August 31, Robert B. Ma- 


Hoo 
MAcaRt oer 
} L. McDowell. 
D*s. BALL & ZIEGLER (Successors te STUCKET- WOODLAND August 31, Herbert Stuekey to 
ans Hi e oe suite 23, Arcade, cor. Yonge land. 


Dr. Hipkins will be associated with William Mo 
Tel. 2282. 


DENTIST 
45 King Street West, over Hooper's Drug Store. 


Albert J. Mac- 


Mageie Wood 
McKEOUGH—STEWART—September 7, 
Keough to Mabe! Stewart. 


ese aes Houre ¥ to 5. 


Moore. 
MUIR--BRUNSKILL—September 1, T. J. Muir to Annie F 
Thumas Melo 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Deaths. 


DELMAGE—At the residence of Mr. 8. J. Sharp, 44 Brunt- 
wick avenue, Se o- iheae 5, Mra. Catharine DVelmage, 


grandmother of mane, sped © 87 yeare. 
HERON—September 2, vdannek 
McCALLUM—September 2, Peter McCallum, aged 87. 
SALTER —Auguet 31, Richrrd Emric Salte 
STEVENSON— September 6, Walter M. Sieveneen, aged 1 
BISSELL—September 8, Maggie Blanche Bis:el!, aged 17. 
GAIRNS—September 5, ‘Minnie L. Gairns, aged 28 
MAR WOOD—Septmber 3, Hoshel Marwood, aged 66. 
GHE NT—September 3, Dr. B. E. Ghent. 
JONES—September 5, Mary Hattie Jones, aged 19 
FAWOE TT—September 8, Annie M. Fawcett, » 53. 
McPHERSON—August 30, James Burnside Mo berson. 
KNOX— August 31, Andrew Wright Knox, s 
PARKES—August 30, Robert Parkes, aged 6 
RICHARDSON—August 31, Mary A. tn. aged 70. 


HALLOWELL—August 29, "Helen L. G. Hallowell, aged 1. 
36. 


LAW RENOE—August 30, Robert M. Lawrence, 
FENNELL—September 3, Josiah Fennell, aged 53 . 


BINGHAM'S 
Improved 
CHLORODYNE 
An agreeable, sure 
and quick remedy 
for 

CHOLERA 
Caramis 
DIARRH‘KA 
DYseNxTRRY 
Sea Sicknean 
SUMMBR COMPLAINT 


100 Yoxes Srrexr 


ELEN H MOORE, Mus. Bach. 


Harmony, Counterpoint, Etc. 
Stadents p.e for the Uoiversity examinations in 
Music. Toronto College of Music and 605 Church Street. 


Mss LOUISE SAUERMANN, 


Teacher of Veice and Piano 
5654 Church Street. 


F you want the best see that the 
end of the spool bears the 


brand 


the first machine silk made. 
A nestablished reputation 
of over half a century. 


HEINTZMAN & CO. 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


== PLA INO Ea ae 


GRAND SQUARE UPRIGHT 


Their thirty-six years’ 
record the best guarantee 
of the excellence of their 
instrumente, 


Our written guarantee 
for five years accompanies 
each Piano. 


SEND FOR OUR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE 


117 King Street West, Toronto 
ae t 


Warerooms : 


TO PUT THE 


PARISIAN STEAM LAUNDRY 


On Your List—‘“‘ Island” or City 


Works, 67 to 71 Adelaide Street West 


Branch Cffice, 938 Yonge Street *Phone 1127 


aso WOOD 


LOWEST PRICES 


EAD oFFICcE 
an Lh 
T 


SUIDOY sviTq 


COAL - 


BUY THE 


Celebrated Lehigh Valley 


— COAL 
ONTARIO COAL CO. 


GENERAL OFFICE: Esplanade, Foot of Church Street. 


BRANCH CFFICES: 818 Yonge Street, 10 King oa East, Queen 
Street West and Subway, corner Bathurst Street and C. P. R’ y- 


MOTHERS 


USE HOWARTH’S 


Carminative Mixture!; 


This medicine ie superior to av soe for Sumer Com- 
Diarrh oO — ‘ain in the Stomach and 
casioned by teething or oth hang ‘To oe and wk Mots 
ioned by er causes. ves M 
Sights 9 weotbane ond useee, Prepared enigby ES 


®. HOWARTH - Druggist 


243 Yonge Street, Toronto, Ont. 
Established 1849 Telephone 1360 


J. YOUNG 


THE LEADING UNDERTAKER 


347 Yonge Street, Toronto 
TELEPHONE (579. 


as 


Pl fA. “ROA 
a 52 panes a 


PARK LIVERY 


173 and 175 MeCaul Street 


Victoriar, Cou eto. Fine Horses and Carriages, wi 
;  cncebed Dedvaea be Liveny, 


TELEPHONE 133 W. J. MUNSHAW Prop. ® 
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